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The crushing impact caught her while she was 


struggling to meet the attack. 


The Brown Defender 


the lazy murmur of the creek, and the occasional 

padding of a porcupine’s feet as he continued the 

eternal quest for food. The mountains lifted 
abruptly from the blue sea; yet within the peaks were 
hidden valleys and placid lakes fringed with timber. Ex- 
cept for the porcupine on the shore, and a squadron of 
ducks on the lake, no animal life was visible unless one 
looked even higher than the peaks, up where a lone 
eagle soared with motionless wings. A thousand feet or 
more below him a rough tangle of sticks and moss on a 
ledge marked his nest. 

The rocks along the edge of the creek had been worn 
smooth and in some places deeply hollowed by the claws 
and rough feet of many generations of brown bear. 

The silence some distance down the lake was suddenly 

broken by the crashing of underbrush and the snapping 
of small trees. The last thin stand of brush gave way 
from the impact of some heavy body, and a huge moose 
burst into view. Something had aroused the bull and in 
his blind rage he was bringing destruction to everything 
crossing his path. Lacking something alive to vent his 
spite upon he found an outlet in stamping upon the 
moss underfoot and upon the brush impeding his prog- 
ress. ; 
For several seconds he stood with lowered head and 
bloodshot eyes, peering about the small pasture bor- 
dering the lake; then he vanished in the birches a short 
distance away. 

There followed another period of silence except for the 


Ts was no sound on the morning air except 


By Frank Richardson Pierce 


fussing about of the porcupine. Then smaller forest 
folk began to stir cautiously and finally emerge from 
places of concealment. The woods awakened after pro- 
tracted slumber; life became normal. Like the porcupine 
other animals resumed the quest for food. 


NE creature alone had failed to heed the uproar 

caused by the noise. She emerged from a thick 
stand of spruce, followed a familiar trail and presently 
stood on the sand bar between the shore and the shoals 
of the creek Her very bulk would have caused the 
average hunter to hold his fire while he considered pos- 
sible consequences to himself. Her heavy coat was a 
deep rich brown in color and by some trick of nature 
appeared to blend with the brush from which she had 
just emerged. Perhaps no finer specimen of the Alas- 
kan brown bear roamed the Kenai Peninsula. Mcn had 
sought her with rifle and trap without success. One of 
her hind toes and claws was missing as a result of tear- 
ing her foot from a trap three years before. 

Directly behind her stood two cubs. Like the mother, 
they were listening for possible danger; yet unlike the 
mother, they were unable to classify the sounds and 
scents that told forest creatures of friends and enemies 
close at hand. Presently, like children unable long to 
endure restraint, the cubs began to play, standing on 
their hind legs, wrestling a moment, then rolling over 


and over, kicking, biting, snarling in mock rage, yet 
doing no damage whatever to one another. 

As befitting a queen of her dignity the mother paid not 
the slightest attention to the uproar. She fixed a busi- 
ness-like eye on the stream and waited. 

Less than a mile away the lake acted as a source for 
the stream. Countless small streams gathered the drip- 
pings from the snowbanks, carried them through the tim- 
ber to the lake that acted as a basin and maintained the 
volume of water flowing in the creek. The creek, in 
turn, kept the lake at the same level most of the year. 

Countless salmon fresh from the sea, and full of fight, 
tushed through’ the swiftest_ rapids, leaped intervening 
falls and found: spawning gg@ffids in the sandy shallows 
of the lake, where they. ad and died. 

Even just across the here the bear waited she 
could see a number of safmon obeying the impulse that 
had led them instinctively from the sea to the ereek of 
their days as fry. With a wave-like movement of tail 
the female” hollowed out a narrow place in the finest 
sand. A number of pink eggs rolled lightly along the 
depression as vagrant currents stirred the water. The 
male rushed suddenly at a thieving Dolly Varden trout, 
drove it away, returned, a swift shadow just below the 
surface. His part was brief, just the faintest change in 
the clearness of the water, a flirt of the tail that covered 
the eggs with a film of sand, and he was darting up- 
stream in pursuit of his mate. 

The bear observed all this without concern. Experi- 
ence had taught her the fish in the sea were without 


into the spitting rifle slumbered and all but died. 

One of the cubs wandered off, and within five minutes 
the peace was broken by his howls. With a low growl 
the mother rushed to his aid, the other cub lumbering 
behind. She was not surprised at what had taken place. 
A porcupine was moving from the scene of a casual en- 


Tue American Boy 


man-scent several minutes later but it seemed old and 
instinctively she knew danger did not lie in old scents. 
The salmon in the shallows, the blueberries and the 
salmonberries along the trail were ignored; even the 
cubs did not concern her, except that she sensed they 
were following as they usually did. At a turn in the 


number. At times this 
ereek was choked with 
salmon and they pack- 
ed into the shallows 
until their bruised bod- 
ies were forced above 
the surface by sheer 
weight. 

By the slightest turn 
of her head she caught 
sight of a twenty-pound 
beauty swimming to- 
ward her. The rocks 
that had bruised some 
of the fish had left this 
one as perfect and sil- 
very as when he came 
from the sea. Her paw 
shot swiftly out. The 
great claws curled from 
the pads and scooped 
fish and several gal- 
Jons of water into the 
air, High on the bar 
the fish landed, flop- 
ping and gleaming in 
the sunlight. Blood 
streamed from several 
wounds where the claws 
had torn the sides. The 
clean gravel was stain- 
ed crimson almost be- 
fore the cubs stopped 
their playing and com- 
menced a real quarrel 
over the spoils. A low 
growl brought a degree 
of order and a moment 
later the great bear 
sent a second fish spin- 
ning ashore. 

While the cubs were 
stuffing already  well- 
filled stomachs she 
walked a few yards up- 
stream to a point 
where a pool eddied 
beneath a falls. Here 
the water leaped from 
a narrow gorge in swift 
plumes of white. The 
mossy walls were 
drenched with spray; 
green things seemed 
greener, sharply con- 
trasted with the seeth- 
ing white of the pool. 

From the depths 
salmon after salmon 
shot at bewildering 
speed, to be caught in 
mid-air and hurled 
back. Again and again 
they obeyed the im- 
pulse to reach the 
source and when weak- 


paw. The mother nipped them with her long teeth tirely different. 


counter, while two of his spines remained in the cub’s trail she stopped abruptly, 


Connie Morgan Hits the Trail 


HRILLING adventures in far-north Alaska! 

Gold prospecting up beyond the Yukon. Mining-camp 
fires and bitter blizzards. Trail breaking, treachery, life-and- 
death trials. The mad excitement of a big stampede. You'll 
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Hendryx, starting next month. 
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There he is, up at the left, breaking trail for his dogs and 
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Look for a smashing Connie Morgan cover and fine illustrations by Anton Otto Fischer 
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More Big Adventure Stories on the Way 


Nexr Monru, besides the Connie Morgan serial, you'll get four more top-notch adven- 
ture stories. 

One tells of a war-time flyer, the eighth to be assigned to a highly special duty. Seven 
other flyers have gone out on that duty—never to come hack. Doug Renfrew, coolly facing 
sinister danger, solves the mystery. See “The Man Who Laid a Trap.” 

Another December story, “Carney Comes Home for Christmas,” sweeps you into a tropical 
plantation and on into Nat Carney’s hazardous jungle flight and his courageous last stand. 

Then there’s ‘Barrett of the Air Police,’ a Thomson Burtis story of air adventures in 
1980 as grippingly real as the adventures of flyers of to-day. 

And there’s a big western story of Tamerlane, the cowboys’ favorite, a gallant Hereford 
bull who fights only when he must, but fights to a relentless finish. 

In Montus To Come, you'll find in THe American Boy an unusual line-up of clean, 
stirring adventure stories—of sea, air, and land. 

You’Lt Go To Sea AGAIN with plucky Tod Moran in another big salt-water serial by 
Howard Pease, author of ‘The Tattooed Man.” You'll plunge into Navy life in “Dummy, 
Able Seaman,” and other fine stories by Warren Hastings Miller. 

Then there’s the story of the strange things that happened on the brig Procyon—after 
young Ned Carr had been gagged and bound and thrown overboard at dead of night. Watch 
for ‘The Green Ghost.” . . . Watch, too, for “The Luck of Jimmy Bush,” the story of a 
junior engineer’s heroism in a ghastly accident that was no accident. . . . And look for “A 
Hard Case,” the story of a nightmarish shipwreck. 

From sea stories, zoom to AIR STORIES! 

Red-headed Russ Farrell, prince of pilots, will be back in Thomson Burtis’ fast-action 
stories of big adventures around the oil fields of Mexico. . . . There’ll be more great stories 
of war flyers, told by Laurie Y. Erskine, himself a war-time flyer. . Exciting air mail 
stories, too—and a breath-taking dirigible story ‘“The Toll of the Tempest.” 

For adventure on land, try these: 

Western Stories! In “Skullhead, the Terrible,” by James Willard Schultz, you’ll find 
a gruesome Indian mystery that brings about fierce fighting and bitter sorrow. An exciting 
story of the old West. . . . In “Getting Even,” a high-headed boy who owns a Texas ranch 
and a dare-devil cowboy who rides magnificently make some bad blunders. And pay! 

Derective Stories! On the way—more side-splitting Bonehead Tierney stories, with 
Bonehead hot on the trail of a crook who stops at nothing. Plenty of laughs and thrills! 

. . Watch for “The Second Bowl,” and other detective stories of a new kind. You'll see 
queer twists in the criminal world and truly scientific detective work. 

Doc Srories! Fun and fine adventure in coming stories about Derry, Ed Sibley’s impu- 
dent, loyal, almost-human Airedale. Derry goes adventuring up in the icy North, the land 
of cruel chances. . . . As nearly human as Derry, is the magnificent wolfhound in ‘Gelert, 


the Warrior.” Gelert, the misjudged fighter, is a dog to dream about. 

Sport Stories! When it comes to big adventures on land, can you leave out basket- 
ball, baseball, football, track, or tennis? You'll get a sport story in every forthcoming issue of 
THE AMERICAN BOY. Tuat’s a Promise! 


The scene ahead was en- 


while he howled with pain. Then she cuffed him back Close to the well-worn trail stood an object of heavy 


wood and steel bars. 
Around it the brush 
was broken, the moss 
overturned or stamped 
down. The man-scent 
was strong, though old. 
But here, as elsewhere, 
the dominating scent 
was that of the slab of 
bacon that she could 
see hanging within the 
cage. 

In an effort to bag 
her species alive and 
uninjured, men had 
toiled for several days 
bringing in the various 
sections of the cage 
and assembling them. 
Heavier metal was used 
in the bars, thicker 
wood than ever before. 
It would take a week, 
perhaps longer to get 
the caged bear to tide- 
water, when they 
caught her. These men 
were old hands. They 
caught wild animals for 
circuses and public 
parks in various parts 
of the world. They had 
trapped even a grown 
polar bear. Now they 
were confident, as they 
had a right to be, for 
had they not learned 
through bitter experi- 
ence of the strength of 
the brown bear on 
Hinchinbrook — Island, 
with a postgraduate 
course on Kodiak Is- 
land? 

From a distant ridge 
they camped and 
watched the trap 
through binoculars. “A 
she-bear and a couple 
of cubs,” one of them 
eried suddenly, and 
every glass in camp 
was brought to bear. 


HE approached the 

trap suspicious- 
ly. This was different 
from the tent she had 
ripped apart. With her 
nose stretched forward 
she advanced a step at 
a time, every fiber 
tense, every faculty 
alert. This was so dif- 
ferent from the usual 
course. She was not 
quite sure, but the slab 
with within inches now. 
Her rear quarters were 
entirely within the cage 
and the cubs were ap- 
proaching with inquisi- 
tive noses when her 
teeth nipped the bacon. 
Instantly a tremendous 
clatter from behind. 
The cubs howled as the 
descending gate struck 
their noses. She turned 
swiftly in sudden fear 
and her head crashed 
against the bars. 

In a frenzy of fury. 
she tore at the bars 
with her paws, pulling 
steadily, applying all of 
her great strength. 


ened and bruised to the point of helplessness, they rested 
in the pools and tried again. Their wills were of the 
strength of iron and the majority leaped the falls and 
sped on, while the weaklings drifted battered and broken 
downstream. Here the fishing was decidedly better and 
the bear ate her fill. 

Followed a period of contentment during which the 
cubs and mother stretched out in the sunlight; their 
moods became genial and the rage that in moments of 
anger could drive their bullet-riddled bodies straight on 


to the sand bar, pausing briefly to indulge in a dessert 
of blueberries growing conveniently near. 

In the midst of contentment her ever-searching nostrils 
caught an odor that caused her to pause and sniff. Just 
once in her life she had raided a hunter’s camp, torn 
the outfit to shreds, and feasted on bacon. The mem- 
ory of that slab had lingered when much of the danger 
and struggle had been forgotten. Now she turned sud- 
denly and started downstream. As interested as she was 
in this scent, caution was not forgotten. She caught the 


The bars bent from the tremendous pull, then sprang 
back into place as she relaxed. The wood creaked from 
the strain, but did not give. These men knew their busi- 
ness; they had built this cage with experience behind 
them. In addition to the fear for herself came the fear 
of danger to her cubs. As yet they were not ready to 
face the world alone. Prowling wolves might come upon 
them. Their baby fangs and immature claws were not 
ready to cope with such enemies. The seriousness 
of life was not for them as yet. They were entitled to 
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a mother’s protection while they played and grew. 

Already they were trying to join her, end failing in 
this they sat back on their haunches and speculated on 
what had taken place. Again and again she tugged at 
the bars; then she tried tearing at them with her teeth. 
The imprint of her teeth was deep in the metal, but 
it was as strong as before. Already the men were pre- 
paring to move down on the captive. It would require 
several hours, for they were taking their equipment, but 
the light was continuous at this latitude now, 

The cubs, tiring at the mother’s lack of movement, be- 
gan to wander off. Strange odors caught their fancy and 
demanded investigation. She did her best to keep them 
close but without avail. An open stretch invited them 
and they responded, twin bears, carefree, no longer ham- 
pered by maternal restraint, with a rollicking world be- 
fore them. 

Pleasure followed their footsteps for nearly an hour; 
then danger rushed from the spruces without warning. 
The moose that had wrought so much destruction that 
morning was on the return track again. As he came into 
the open, he did not at first notice the cubs. Then the 
movement caught his eye. It was the first living crea- 
ture he had seen. In his murderous mood he watched 
them a moment, then charged. 

From birth they had followed their mother’s foot- 
steps and before her all else gave way, except man, and 
they had never seen man. For a moment they stood 
their ground. Were they not brown bears from which 
all other creatures fled? Brown bears for a moment, 
then babies. The less courageous of the two whimpered 
and fled; the other followed. The mother could not be 
far away, just across the moose pasture on the creek 
bank. 

The thundering hoofs came louder and louder. Both 
ran frantically, keeping close together as if for mutual 
protection. The hot breath of a maddened animal en- 
veloped them like a fog and the bull rushed on. One 
cub alone was running. The other, struck down by the 
bull’s hoofs, writhed on the moss, a bundle of agonized 
golden brown. Several seconds passed before he could 
give voice to the torture within. Then the cry came, 
plaintive, helpless, like the wail of a sick human baby. 


The fiend of sharp hoofs and spreading antlers had 
completed his onrush, had felt something go down and 
was now turning. He had no sense of fair play; he was 
just blood mad, ready to tackle anything. 
urge was to strike down anything in his path. 

Again and again the helpless ery of the cub came. The 
mother became a thing from which all reason had fled. 
Each cry added to her fury. She could see the cub, drag- 
ging itself towards the brush, as all things do, man in- 
eluded, when they think they are to die. Again and 
again she bit at the bars and pulled, until her fangs 
were broken from the pressure. 


IHE moose gathered himself for another charge—an 
impact of bony head _bavked up by the tremendous 
weight of his body. The bear’s snarls took on a new 
tone, less of desperation, more of agony as if some- 
thing within her had reached the limit of endurance. As 
the bull began the rush, she began a fresh attempt to 
tear the cage asufder. One bar went wider and wider 
as the great muscles of her forelegs and back bulged 
and knotted.. The head of the bar held and the wood 
ereaked and groaned. Just an instant she held it there; 
then as strength could no longer hold she began to re- 
lax, not quickly, but fighting for every inch she had 
gained. Again came the cry of the cub dragging itself 
to the brush. From off to the left came the ery of the 
second. The mother’s muscles tightened, bulged, and 
something snapped. The weakest spot in the cage had 
given way. The bar had been twisted, and a supporting 
bar from above bent down. 
In her final struggle the cage overturned, and then 
with her head and shoulders’ half in and half out she 
commenced dragging the entire structure towards the 
pasture. Again it overturned,. rolling over and over 
down a small slope. She got her hind legs and paws 
against the bar that was holding: The bars at her back 
cut in until her spine bent from the pressure. It was 
agony. Ordinarily she would have stopped when the 
limit was reached. Now she went beyond the limit. The 
cold steel of the bar snapped with a pistol-like report 
and she was free. 
For the first time the moose saw her. 


He lowered his 


His whole 


5 


- head and ahameed while she was still struggling to free 


herself from the cage. On he came, lashed by madness 
at the sight of an enemy he had encountered many 
times durmg his career. 

The crushing impact caught her while she was strug- 
gling to meet the attack. The bear went down with the 
moose’s head buried in her flanks; the momentum of 
the bull’s onrush carried his hind quarters completely 
over his head. Together they slipped down the slope, 
each struggling to rise first. The bear was more agile 
and though the weight of the moose had all but knocked 
the life from her, she was first up. The ground be- 
neath was level, the slope now being above them. 

Bellowing with rage, the moose again charged. The 
bear half reared and stepped aside. Her great paw 
darted out with incredible speed and caught the bull full 
upon the nose, driving his head downward before the 
claws tore free and were knocked clear by the antlers. 
The bull staggered, but recovered and again charged at 
the bear. This time he caught her squarely and the im- 
pact of the bodies reached the men hurrying to the 
scene. To the bawling of the cubs was added the bel- 
lowing of the enraged moose and the snarling of the 

ear. 

She was beneath; the hoofs of her antagonist drove 
again and again into her shoulders. The men came into 
view with rifles ready to fire, but they paused, gripped 
by animal combat such as few ever see. The torn cage 
told one story; the combat told the other. 


T seemed incredible that a creature could withstand 
the driving force of the bull’s hoofs. Presently the 
bear’s turn came. She rolled into a ball-like bunch, then 
struck outward with her hind feet. The rear quarters of 
the moose were lifted clear of the ground. Twice she re- 
peated the maneuver. Then her forepaws sunk deep 
into the bull’s shoulders; she half lifted herself, half 
pulled the bull down to her fangs. The great jaws 
closed. Even then the bull struggled, using the remain- 
der of his vitality; then his legs trembled, swayed a 
moment, collapsed. 
Defense, rather than revenge, had controlled the bear 
from the first. She backed (Continued on page 47) 


She caught sight of a twenty-pound beauty swimming towards her. 


Her paw shot swiftly out. 
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The Man Who Played the Game 


By Laurie Y. Erskine 


Illustrated by H. Weston Taylor 


HE story is told of a day when Renfrew went forth 
| in an §.E.5 to fight an enemy, and how he came 
back to roost flying a German machine. 

It happened while Renfrew was commanding B flight 
of Squadron Forty-nine, stationed at St. Omer, behind 
the Salient. The great war—which had been a deadly 
game of armies striving for barren gains, backward and 
forward across a devastated field; a game protracted for 
four years by an unceasing series of tragic mistakes and 
stupid ambitions—the great war had resolved itself into 
a deadlock, with both sides playing for time to recuper- 
ate a strength that was long since spent. 

In a little while the Teutonic allies were 
to gain new life from the stream of men that 
Russia, collapsing, would free for the 
Kaiser’s service. Then they would push for- 
ward in a vast and irresistible wave agai 
the western front, and so overwhelm the w: 
weary, exhausted line of French and British 
allies as to make this lovely garden where 
Renfrew’s squadron had its airdrome no 
longer tenable for the British. That far the 
Kaiser’s hordes were to advance before the 
rumors that now filled the air, the rumors 
about the entrance into the war of countless 
thousands of fresh fighting men from the 
United States, were to become an accom- 
plished fact with the appearance of the 
American uniform all up and down the line. F 
That fresh stream, flowing into stagnant i ¥ 
waters, was to give Foch the power to follow F 
through the mighty offensive that he planned, 

a bring the five years of slaughter to an 
end. 

But this much was not known to Captain 
Renfrew in those days. All that Renfrew 
knew, all that his fellow officers and fighting 
men of the sector knew, was that the line 
must hold. Not so much as a yard or a rod 
must the Germans gain. Not so much as a 
down could be permitted, if Calais were to 
be held, and the Channel kept open. In the trenches a 
million men were holding hard, and in the air Renfrew 
and his comrades must see that every bomber was 
turned back, every observer held in check, and every 
enemy fighting plane swept from the skies above the 
line. 

Those were active days, and the men in the trenches 
saw whole squadrons of §.E.’s sweep roaring across the 
line to clear the air for our bombers and reconnaissance 
patrols. From the ground were witnessed conflicts over- 
head that filled the sky with fires of men dying, and 
brought a rain of wasted bullets to the ground. German 
planes and British fell like flies to the earth, and the 
rattle of the machine guns held a spiteful chorus up 
among the clouds, And then a pause ensued. A pause, 
while the Germans gathered strength for the last great 
push. And for days the skies were clear of all but 
droning patrols that skipped about amidst the anti- 
aircraft fire that the German defense guns sent vainly up 
to scatter them. 


N a bright winter day Renfrew had taken out his flight 

on such a patrol immediately after the luncheon 
hour. They made their journey a holiday, as the Flying 
Corps was wont to do, and played at fighting each other 
until their game brought them, looping, and spiraling, 
and cavorting, low over the British lines; then they 
swooped down, hopped over the trenches, rolled their 
wheels upon the ground behind, zoomed up in that sky- 
seeking plunge that only an S.E.5 can achieve, and 
happily came home to tea. 

The cold, clear blue of the winter sky was unmarred 
by the passage of bird, cloud, or man when they went 
into the mess for their tea; but while they chatted and 
joked around their cozy fireplace, a small silver plane 
with black crosses on its wing tips droned across the 
lines and came sweeping down above the mess. Hearing 
it, the officers of Squadron Forty-nine ran out from their 
dining room to greet what they thought might be a visi- 
tor; and a hundred odd mechanics craned their necks 
from the tarmac, amazed at the colossal impudence of 
this glittering enemy. 

“It’s a Pfaltz!” yelled Graham, the adjutant. 
must be drunk or crazy!” 

“Is he going to land?” cried Blanding, as the lovely, 
glittering thing turned on its side and dipped in a 
slipping spiral to circle the hangars. 

“My lord!” snapped Major Rand, the O. C. “He’s go- 
ing to chase us! Run out some machines!” This to the 
orderly sergeant who hovered near him as the shining 
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Renfrew’s fellows gathered about him while 
he read the message. 


body of the German plane turned into the airdrome and 
swooped at them with a roar. 

The Pfaltz was obviously not going to land, for it came 
at them full speed; but it came astonishingly close to 
the ground—so close that Renfrew saw the pilot’s face. 

“Stay me with flagons!” he cried. “It’s Bracher!” And 
his fellows stared at him in astonishment, for Bracher 
was the champion of German airmen. His face, with its 
wide, good-humored mouth, and the odd expression of 
impudence that it derived from the curl of those full 
lips beneath a bluntly stubbed nose, had been printed in 
all the illustrated papers of Europe and America. 

“Good!” snapped Rand. “We’ve got him! Get some 
machine guns on him!” 

But they had barely started for the hangars when the 
glittering visitor, whom Renfrew followed with fascina- 
tion, admiration, and amusement, swooped so close to 
them that they instinctively retreated. As they did so, 
the pilot dropped something from a hand that hung 
loosely out of his cockpit—something white. Renfrew 
saw him grin as he dropped it, and heard young Bland- 
ing remark with a sigh upon the perfection of the Ger- 
man’s climbing turn, as Bracher zoomed with a roar 
above the hangars. 

With a queer premonition that the white message was 
meant for him, Renfrew stepped forward and _ picked 
it up. The message was written neatly upon rough paper 
that had been wrapped about a machine gun cartridge. 


Renfrew’s fellows gather about him 
while he read it. 

“Come up and fight, Renfrew,” 
read the message. “I shall be up be- 
tween the lines above Ypres alone 
to-morrow morning at eleven-thirty. 
At 12,000 feet—Herman Bracher.” 

“Q-o-o-o-h,” murmured Blanding. 
“What a sportsman!” 

It was a perfect tribute. Blanding, 
who had flown over the lines for a 
year and five months, 
knew vividly what the 
German champion had 
risked to bring this chal- 
lenge to Renfrew, the 
champion of the R.F.C. 
He had risked nothing less 
than death. P 

And in its way, Bra- 
cher’s action was a like 
tribute to the sportsman- 
ship of his British oppo- 
nents. “Alone over the 
lines at eleven-thirty in 
the morning.” What a 
chance for the Flying 
Corps to trap this deadly 
antagonist! What a chance 
to overpower him with 
numbers! 

“You lucky dog!” 
grinned Rand, as Renfrew 
thrust the message in his 
pocket. 

“If you can call it luck,” 
grinned Blanding. He had 
known what it was to spin 
twice from the death deal- 
ing fire of Bracher’s guns, 
and his grin, like Rand’s, 
was tight-lipped because 
of that knowledge. “Better 
oil your gears, skipper.” 

Renfrew looked at him 
and, in his turn, grinned. 
He was thinking that to 
fight in the air was a fine, 
clean way of fighting. He 
was thinking that it gave 
shame to a man that, with 
such an adversary as this, 
he must fight a battle to 
the death. 

At eleven-fifteen the next morning, Renfrew saw his 
machine wheeled out onto the tarmac. He had spent the 
morning tuning up his engine, tightening his rigging, ad- 
justing the gears that synchronized his machine guns 
with his propeller, cleaning and oiling his guns, and ad- 
justing the deflection sights. Upon these delicate con- 
trivances his life was to hang that morning; upon these 
delicate contrivances, and his quickness of eye and hand. 

Blanding and Openshaw, realizing this, had hung about 
at his elbow since dawn, giving him what help they 
could. It was obvious that the two youngsters were ner- 
vous. Highly excited they were, at the thought of this 
conflict that was to bring Bracher and Renfrew together 
with the presence of no other machine to distract either 
of them from concentration of nerve and skill upon 
overcoming the nerve and skill of his opponent. 

Renfrew seemed undisturbed. He went about his 
preparations as if for a flight to London. Only his in- 
tense preoccupation betrayed what thoughts must have 
occupied his mind. A man does not live in the presence 
of death day by day, as men lived during the war, to 
feel fear for such a meeting as Renfrew had undertaken. 
But since he had seen that bright silver plane dart down 
so low over the enemy’s lair, Renfrew had felt that it 
would be a sad thing to die at Bracher’s hands, and sad, 
too, to put death aside by bringing Bracher down. 

At eleven-sixteen Renfrew had his engine ticking over, 
and at eleven-twenty he set the long nose of his Scout 
dead into the wind, and opening up his engine, zoomed 
into the clear, cold sky. Squadron Forty-nine stood on 
the grass and watched him become a speck in the blue, 
then vanish; whereupon Squadron Forty-nine, with 
grave faces, turned to the hangars and did fatigue duty 
with its machine guns. 


HAT morning the men in the trenches saw a lonely 
plane that flashed like a silver bird against the blue 
come droning over the Salient at a great height, and 
they gazed up, watching it with wonder, as it circled 
daintily above them. It seemed to be waiting for some- 
thing. Six minutes passed, and the fighting men growled 
their bewilderment as the German scout still circled, and 
the empty sky seemed to provide no motive for its 
presence. Then a droning came from the west, and 
the puzzled men brightened. For out of the west was 
speeding a single, wasp-like plane, marked with the red, 
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white, and blue target of the Flying Corps. In an ecstasy 
of delight that this combat should be staged for their en- 
joyment, the countless keepers of the Salient threw 
themselves upon their backs and settled down to enjoy 
the show. 

Renfrew came to his rendezvous with high speed, be- 
cause at twelve thousand feet, the west wind was blow- 
ing great guns. Renfrew’s S.E.5 was making a ground 
speed of more than one hundred thirty miles an hour. 
Bracher, allowing for this wind pressure, was flying wide 
circles, or rather ellipses, speeding eastward, to turn and 
beat up more slowly into the west. When Renfrew ap- 
peared, he was some three hundred feet above his enemy 
and, as he neared Bracher’s position, he zoomed, gaining 
four hundred feet more in a single upward swoop. 

Bracher, haying continued his circling until satisfied 
as to Renfrew’s purpose, turned east in the wind with 
lightning suddenness, and sped away from his opponent 
in a series of twists, rolls, and zigzag turns that were de- 
signed to baffle Renfrew’s aim. This achieved its pur- 
pose. Renfrew came diving down, striving to catch 
Bracher in his sights, and firing short bursts with his 
machine gun. When he had reached an altitude fifty 
feet. above Bracher's level, Bracher swooped upward 
until he was on his back; he then half rolled out of his 
loop and came head on at Renfrew, who had throttled 
down to keep his position, 


HAT was the maneuver that should have decided the 
battle. Both men were deadly shots, and both of them 
asked nothing more from the fortunes of war than they 
might have their enemy directly in front of their guns; 
but in this case, as Bracher’s heroic move achieved for 
both of them their best position, a queer thing came to 
pass. 

The two planes were speeding directly at one another 
at an average speed of one hundred ten miles an hour. 
In such a case, you do one of two things. You crash head 
on and meet death in that most horrible of accidents— 
a collision in the air—or you get your opponent out of 
your way. The best way to do this is to fire quickly and 
accurately, being sure to hit your man—and then zoom. 
In short, this particular maneuver is as close to suicide 
as a sane man can come unless he is sure of hitting his 
opponent with his first burst of fire. Both Renfrew and 
Bracher used it, because they were reasonably sure; but 
in this case, neither of them fired. In the shattered 
second when they should have fired, they both gave 
way to an impulse that set each of them bearing off in 
a mad, heeling cirele to his right; and each of them 


knew that the other had refrained from firing at the 
certain risk of his own life. 

Renfrew seemed to loop, and Bracher, with extraordi- 
nary skill, brought up the nose of his machine, fired by 
feel rather than by deflection, and raked Renfrew’s bus 
from stem to stern while he swept about upside down. 
Renfrew saw his propeller fly to pieces even while he 
hung above the earth, and he came out of the loop, 
blazing away with both guns, while he used rudder and 
elevator to get his man. 

That was all he could do, There was only one course 
for Renfrew now, and that was downward, but before he 
began the downward glide, he sought to make sure by 
that desperate burst of fire in the loop that Bracher 
would not follow him. He fired with an aim stimulated 
by his predicament. He lightly plied his stick, pressed 
his rudder, twitched his machine from the full course of 
its inverted dive and, thus catching Bracher’s plane in 
his sight, let go. He caught a fleeting glimpse of the 
line his tracer bullets made to Bracher’s machine, which 
was not more than seventy feet away from him, and 
then, surrendering to the force of gravity, dived steeply 
toward the earth. 

He came quickly out of his dive, however, as he saw 
his opponent’s plane go into a spin, and felt an over- 
whelming sense of pity for the gallant fellow, as the 
lovely bird-like thing passed from his sight in that ter- 
rible, writhing fall. After that, Renfrew’s attention was 
given to his landing, for an 8.E.5 with a splintered prop 
permits of no distraction. 

Below him he saw a confusion of small fields, cut un- 
evenly into little triangles, squares, and rambling strips. 
Farther east, in the direction in which the great wind 
was blowing, a river glistened like a silver highway. He 
knew it would be impossible to glide back behind the 
British lines, for the devastated area of the Salient was 
not in sight; anyway, it seemed all too doubtful if he 
could even land in the country of the German occupa- 
tion without a disastrous crash, because that crazy quilt 
of little fields below was spread over rolling, uneven 
ground, barred with hedges and spotted with woodlands. 

“Looks like the inside of a German prison camp for 
the rest of the war,” he told himself regretfully. “Lord, 
but we're dropping—and I’ve got to get back into the 
wind to land.” 

With his engine silent, and his prop a splintered stump, 
he could hear the wind whistling in his wires, and could 
see the ground leaping upward toward him, for he was 
gliding down wind, and an §.E.5 is heavy. It pancaked 
down as it rushed forward in its glide, and Renfrew 
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could feel it settling under him; but he could not turn, 
for it seemed that his only chance lay in getting into a 
strip of open field that was hugged by a curve of the 
river, and that was well to the east ahead of him. 

“If I can make that river in time to turn over it into 
the wind,” he mused, “the prisoner will at least be a 
live one.” 

And then, while the fields sped up and passed him, he 
saw a thing that appeared to be a great silver bird 
skimming beneath him with its belly flat upon the 
ground. It was Bracher, and Renfrew swiftly diagnosed 
his late opponent’s dilemma. The young German flyer 
was wounded; for that reason he had gone into a spin. 
He had regained control of himself in time to come out 
of his spin and now was trying to land before his 
wounds overcame him. 


ITH every thought of warfare gone from his mind, 
and with the thought of his own safe landing com- 
pletely subordinated, Renfrew testified to the admiration 
and respect that the German had won from him by trying 
now to land as close to Bracher as he might. If the 
silver flyer were badly wounded he would need first aid. 
So Renfrew divided his attention between an effort to 
nurse his machine to a safe landing place, and an effort 
to keep the silver form below him well in sight. He 
was relieved when he saw that the wounded German 
was making for the same field on the river bank that he 
himself had chosen. 

It needed fine nursing to make it, for a plane gliding 
down wind travels swiftly, and it lacks the wind re- 
sistance that keeps it in the air. Renfrew and Bracher 
traveled with little control, and to hold up their noses 
was to invite disaster. 

Renfrew saw Bracher, ahead of him and below him. 
The German seemed extremely close to the earth as 
his silver plane shot across the river, and as he turned 
to come back into the wind for his landing, Renfrew ex- 
perienced a pang of anxiety, lest the gallant fellow hold 
his nose too high and dive into the ground, But he saw 
him make the turn successfully at the same time that a 
glimpse of tree tops, roofs, and hedges directly under 
his wings, warned him that he himself had little height 
to spare for that dangerous landing. 

He let the wind help him, by turning on his side as 
he reached the river bank, and skidding in the air. The 
wind blew him in a wide arc, and he brought his nose 
around in the tick of a second that might have timed 
his ruin, for he was in fine position for a spin. He 
brought his nose into the wind (Continued on page 46) 


“Get into that machine, and fly! 


Quickly! They land!” cried Bracher. 


THE AMERICAN Boy 


Ashford’s pony backs, darting about like so many hornets, bewildered us with their speed and deceptive plays. 


The Sheriton Wallop 


of time, has had its Wallop. Sometimes the Wal- 

lop has been a triple threat man, able to run, 

kick or pass, and always fooling the enemy be- 
cause he was likely to do any one of the three. Some- 
times it has been a hole-opening combination in the 
line. Sometimes it has been a swift, elusive touchdown 
play. 

But always, as I said, every Purple and Gold team has 
had some strong offensive weapon—man or play—and we 
eall the thing the Sheriton Wallop. 

The most feared team in our conference during the 
four years I went to Sheriton was the outfit that, Ash- 
ford—our bitterest enemies—developed in my junior 
year. The Ashford Tornado, they called that team. It 
had the speed of a scared ghost and the smashing drive 
of a Baldwin locomotive. 

We had beaten Ashford the year before, by about a 
fifth of a skinny whisker, and we finished that game with 
the sickening knowledge that the coming season would 
tell a different story. We'd be weaker, whereas Ashford 
—well, they’d have all the stars of their marvelous frosh 
eleven—the bunch that had stepped out one afternoon 
and trimmed their varsity three touchdowns to nothing. 
Our frosh team was pretty fair, but Ashford had cleaned 
up on it, 35 to 0. 

That forthcoming Ashford-Sheriton game was a favor- 
ite topic when red-headed, freckle-faced Red Barrett and 
broad-shouldered, sandy-haired Rusty Nayle and I would 
get together for dinner at the Lion’s Den. And we knew 
that Coach “Jump” Pells was pretty worried about it, 
too, though he’s the smiling, inscrutable sort, whenever 
it comes to discussing future prospects. 


By Sheriton football team, since the beginning 


ST a week before Pells called spring practice the 

three of us were sitting in a booth in the Lion’s Den 
when a big fellow who was waiting table kind of sidled 
over and said shyly: “Hello, Flip.” 

It was Vic Sharpe, a quiet chap who sat behind me in 
Astronomy II. 

“Hello, Vic,” I said heartily, because I’d always liked 
him a lot. “What’s the diameter of the moon?” 

“Twice its radius,” grinned Vic. Then, rather bash- 
fully, “Can I see you for a minute, after you’re through, 
Jones?” 

“Sure,” I called after him. “For as long as you like.” 

“What’s the latest lowdown, footballically speaking?” 
Red wanted to know. “I hear Gib Weston is conde- 
scending to turn out.” 

Rusty made a wry face. 

“He’s a great player, that Weston,” he said, “But 
lord, how he knows it! I see him in chem lab, twice a 
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week, and always he’s got a flock of pop-eyed worship- 
pers around him, telling ’*em how fast he was in high 
school, and how he’ll burn up the conference next fall. 
You're on the varsity, Flip”’—this to me—“what do you 
think of him?” 

“T guess he’s all he says he is,” I answered. “We scrim- 
maged with the frosh a couple of nights last year, and 
every time they gave him the ball he’d clip off three or 
four yards. He’s so fast it’s hard to lay a hand on him, 
and he runs with his knees so high that you can’t tackle 
him if you do. He was the only man who made Ashford 
trouble, in the frosh game last year.” 

“He’s just about the only star the frosh are giving you 
fellows,” Red put in, soberly. “Ashford will have six 
sophs on their next year’s team, and all of ’em Westons, 
so far as brilliance is concerned. Hello, there comes 
Weston now.” 

A rangy, easy-stepping, good-looking chap had burst 
through the door, and was heading our way. He saw us, 
and his face broke into a self-confident smile. 

“My old friend Jones,” he nodded, to me. “Varsity 
left tackle, I believe. See you on Denny Field next 
week, big boy.” 

“His Highness is sure of himself, isn’t he?” said Rusty 
without smiling. ‘Usually a newcomer shows a little 
more respect for a letter man.” 

As we were leaving I stopped at a table where Vic 
was loading soiled plates on a tray. 

“I say, Jones,” Vic said, coloring a little as he spoke. 
“T—I guess I’m foolish to try.to manage it, but I would 
like to do something here at Sheriton in athletics.” 

“Glad to help.” Swiftly I took in Vie’s spare, not too 
well developed.body. A runner, maybe, although— 

“Tt’s football,” Vic blurted out. “Spring practice next 
week. I—I thought I’d+turn out.” 

I was pretty surprised, but I tried not to show it. 

“Ever play in high school?” 

Vic got redder. 

“No, I never did. Never had a chance to. Had to 
work my way there, too. I suppose I’m a fool to think 
of doing it.” 

There was bitterness in his voice, and I banged him on 
the back. 

“Come out Monday at four and I'll introduce you 


to the coach. He’s eager for new blood. He’ll be tickled 
to give you your chance.” 

That night, as I lay in the top bunk of a double- 
decker bed at Seldom Inn, I thought about the interview, 
and how Vic’s face had shone with happiness when I 
asked him to turn out. He didn’t look like an athlete— 
probably he was due for a big disappointment—still, 
Coach Pells can accomplish miracles—maybe—and I 
drowsed off to sleep. : 


VVERYBODY turned out in old trou and jerseys, 

that sunny afternoon in late April, and everybody 
yelped and frisked like so many puppies. I was play- 
ing tag with Red Barrett, who always turns out, though 
he isn’t heavy enough to make anything better than the 
super-varsity, (which is what we call the third-string 
team), when I felt a tap on my shoulder, and a moment 
later I was introducing Vic to wiry little Coach Pells. 

“Glad to have you, Sharpe,” Pells exclaimed, with that 
sympathetic, encouraging grin that makes everybody 
who works under him his slave. “Just do what you see 
the rest of these roughnecks doing, and we'll be able to 
give you some personal attention later on.” 

Spring practice went as all the rest of spring practices 
have gone—limbering up, talks on signals and the theory 
of football, passing, kicking, running off plays. No hard 
scrimmage. 

Through it all there stood out like a fire at sea the 
brilliant work of one man—Gilbert Weston. Even the 
limited opportunity that light practice offers showed 
Gib a star of the first magnitude. He ran like a flash, 
and gracefully. When he punted the ball soared like 
a great lazy bird, or shot viciously low and to the side, 
when he wanted it that way. He led us all in the fifty- 
yard dash, and when Coach Pells set us to running with 
the ball it was always Gib who squirmed the farthest 
before the coach’s whistle stopped him. 

We praised Gib at first, but we mighty soon stopped 
it when we found that instead of pleasing him and spur- 
ring him on, we were merely adding new layers to his 
conceit. 

More than once I caught Pells looking searchingly at 
Gib, his face creased with worry. And more and more 
frequen Pells had to “call” him for soldiering on the 
job. 

“We haven’t any room for prima donnas, Weston,” 
Pells said sharply, once. “One thing I won’t stand for a 
minute is anybody's taking it easy. We’ll need all the 
brains and speed and endurance we can muster when we 
tackle Ashford.” 

Gib stood there with his hands on his hips, handsome 
as a statue. My heart sank (Continued on page 58) 
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Notes 


By John A. Moroso 


Illustrated by W. W. Clarke 


N his round innocent blue eyes, set in a round fat 
face, there was a serious look, as Jim Tierney, 
man hunter, entered his snug little cottage over in 
Jersey. 

Maggie “Murphy, his cook lady, poked a broad face 
into the living room from the kitchen. Her gray-black 
nee was knotted as tight as a baseball on top of her 

ead. 

“Tt’s you, is ut?” she asked. 

“It’s me.” Wie 

Jim tossed his rusty derby 
into a corner of the living 
room and mopped his fore- 
head, with: a “large polka ‘dot 
handkerchief. “I got him. He 
is in~the' village ‘coop. Mike 
Regan is doing duty as turn- 
key.” a 

“Not Silent Forrester, the 
big crook; Jim?” she asked. 

“No.” His man, Cockney 
Willie Madden. I was at the 
depot’ and. saw his hatchet 
face at-a window of the 5:32 
and*so°I hopped on_ board 
and dragged him out.” 

“Without a warrant?” 

“Uh-huh. Charged him with 
’sault and batt’ry. He kicked 
me on the shin.” Sen : 

“He'll get out on bail,” she said discouragingly. 

“He will, like fun. He'll get out when he gives me a 
lead to Silent Forrester and not before. Ain’t I the 
chief of police of this village, and assistant chief of the 
fire department? I'll say I am! And I got badges to 
prove it. I’m going to keep little Willie with us until 
he coughs up. You get his meals for him, Maggie. The 
town pays you thirty cents every time he eats. Feed 
him good, feed him heavy. He'll need the strength, for 
I’m sure going to ride that Willie crook.” 

“New Jersey don’t stand for beating up crooks,” she 
reminded him. 

Tierney peeled off his coat, tilted his pudgy nose to- 
ward the kitchen door to sniff what was doing in the 
supper line, and then dropped into a big armchair. 

“Me beat up a crook?” he protested. “Not me, That’s 
only the third degree. Willie’s going to get the thirty- 
third.” He grinned widely. “I ain’t going to lay hands on 
him either—and he'll get plenty to eat.” 

“Pork and beans for supper,” she announced. “There’s 
enough here for a regiment.” 

“Take Willie over a hatful and tell Mike Regan I'll 
relieve him after I get mine.” 


AGGIE busied herself as official jail cook and com- 

missary, and soon had a basket filled with home- 
made bread, butter, a huge plate of beans, a chunk of 
pork, half of a pie, and a large bottle 
of her own tomato ketchup. 

Tierney, from a corner, picked up his 
latest and most prized musical instru- bone 
ment, a bass fiddle of tremendous girth. { 
He called it a “bull fiddle,” and some- 
times, “the dog house.” He had wearied 
of the bass horn or, rather, the neigh- { 
bors had wearied of it. His umpahs at } 
all hours of the day and night had 
driven them to complain to the health 
department. The’ Gargantuan stringed 
instrument was a concession on his part. 

“Tf they kick on the dog house, Mag- 
gie,’ he asserted, as the cook lady 
started off for the jail, “I guess I'll have 
to buy me a piccolo.” 

He drew a huge bow, resembling a 
ham saw, across a piece of rosin and 
plunked the strings so violently that 
Maggie gave a squeak of protest as she 
hurried off. _ 

“Zoomp, zoomp,” came from his in- 
strument as he sawed a couple of tryout 
notes. Rover, his old mongrel, tucked 
his heavy tail between his legs and hur- 
ried away. Balancing a sheet of music 
on the mantel over the fireplace, Jim, 
his eyes popping and his cheeks puffed, 
began the dolorous “Prisoner’s Song,” as 
draggy, as melancholy, and as weepy a 
tune as was ever composed. 

Out in the yard, Rover threw his 
snout heavenward and gave a moan. 
The neighbors’ dogs joined in. Not since 
the last circus parade, with its double- 


barreled steam piano, had the village canines suf- 
fered such agony. Rover did some noble baritone 
work, while ‘Snippy, the fox terrier next door, was 
right there with a staccato soprano. Two doors away, 
Bozo, a Boston bull terrier, after making. two or 
three circles in an effort to break away from the 
evil spell of the bull fiddle, puffed out his face and 
lifted a tenor note that would have made.Gigli of 
the Metropolitan Opera Company sound like an old 
clothes man. 

Jim sawed away on the song of the -incarcerated 
one, drops of perspiration ‘rolling down his face and. 
slapping hollowly against the arched bosom of his 
instrument. At times, he would produce ‘a tremolo 
effect by violently wiggling ‘a fat, finger as it pressed 
against the heavy catgut. Invariably this artistic ef- 
fort was greeted by Rover, Snippy, Bozo and their 
four-legged friends, relatives and acquaintances, 
with violent, frantic, chaotic, protesting ululations, 
howls, shrieks, screams and outcries. 

When Maggie returned from the jail, Jim gave the 
bull fiddle a final heavy slash across its waist line, 
and announced: 

“I done pretty well for the first try at the ‘Prison- 
er’s,’ Maggie.” 

“Yeh?” replied Maggie. “Don’t mind me. I got 
cotton to put in me ears. But’ Rover is having the 
fantods on the front porch.” 

“Ain’t it funny that dogs don’t appreciate music?” 
he asked. “That's a grand piece I just played. A 
little bit sad, huh—but sad music is the best. I never 
liked jazz much. Did you notice the fine tone in the 
‘G’ string, Maggie?” 

He gave a sample—a long-drawn-out sample. 

“T heard a sick cow almost beat that once,” she said 
as she got into her kitchen apron and plugged two wads 
of cotton in her ears. “If a sick cow could make a noise 
worse than that, I’d hate to hear an indisposed ele- 
phant.” 

“Don’t worry, Maggie,” hollered Jim cheerfully. “I'll 
take the night trick as turnkey and play the old dog 
house in the jail.” 

“Lord help that poor little runt of a crook,” she 
sighed, with a dismal wag of the head. “Is that the only 
tune you can play on that terrible thing, Jim?” 

“T haven’t learned it good yet, Maggie.” He smiled 
confidently and encouragingly as he followed her to sup- 
per in the kitchen. “But I figure I can get it right in 
about two weeks. Then I'll take up another tune. May- 
be I'll take a hack at ‘I’m Off to the Wars, to the Wars 
I must go,’ the one I played on the baritone horn at 
the Boy Scout entertainment a year ago.” 

Maggie unplugged her ears, but kept the cotton within 
easy reach. 

“The poor man, the poor man,” she kept repeating. 

“What poor man? Have you gone nutty, Maggie?” 

“Willie, the prisoner. You better get the cell padded. 
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“Zoomp, zoomp,” came from his instrument as he 
sawed a couple of tryout notes. 


He don’t look any too strong-minded as he is. I got you 
now, Jim. It looks like Willie is going to get the thirty- 
third degree all right, all right.” 


ILENT MR. FORRESTER, for whom the detectives 
of every great city in the world were looking, had 
run to cover in a modest little hotel in New York City. 
Tall and of distinguished appearance, his long narrow 
face, blue eyes, and drooping mustache betokening his 
British birth, his manners always those of the gentle- 
man, his words few but always polite, the famous inter- 
national crook—forger, swindler, bank robber—was al- 
ways sure of making a good impression upon strangers. 
In the Hotel Edward, he was gladly accepted as a 
guest. He paid in advance, was pleased with the accom- 
modations offered him, and settled down to await word 
from his henchman, Willie Madden. Forrester was well 
on in years and felt that he could make no move with- 
out his man-of-all-work. Willie served him not only as 
a partner in crime, doing the actual coarse work of 
robbery after the plans had been laid, but he was also 
a body servant, faithful as a dog to his master, content 
with little, always hoping that the time would come 
when they could retire and settle down 
to a comfortable and easier existence in 

London or Paris. 

Two weeks of anxious waiting, and 
then there came a letter from Willie ad- 
dressed to Forrester under his latest 

* alias, Hugh Stanley. It read: 


A dismal, tor- 
turing moan 
came from be- 
yond the cell 
door. 


Dear Mr. Stanley: 

Lake Erie is beautiful, maybe, but 
this Northern part of State is very 
good. No mountains, but great rocks 
and little villages not far from you. 
I got a good safe room all by my- 
self. I would like to get work in the 
factory here where they make crow- 
bars. The fourteenth is my birthday 
and it makes me Blue. 

Yours truly, 
William. 


They needed no special and intricate 
code, this precious pair, for they had 
worked together so long that they could 
talk and write with the greatest in- 
direction, and yet fully understand the 
meaning hidden under the words. Ad- 
justing his monocle, with a high lift to 
his right elbow, Forrester translated “No 
mountains, but great rocks and little vil- 
lages” as meaning the country behind 
the Palisades, across the Hudson. “Not 
far from you,” verified this. 

For a few minutes, the “Lake Erie” 
puzzled him, but he finally decided that 
it meant the Erie Railroad. “Blue” was 
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capitalized to make it more significant. There were two 
lines of the Erie running through northern New Jersey. 
An investigation of time-tables in the hotel lobby showed 
him that one branch used a white time-table and the 
other, a blue one. He took a blue time-table to his 
room and counted down the list of stations to the four- 
teenth line. The village was Cresskill, 18.2 miles from 
Jersey City. 


IORRESTER could easily visualize the little country 

town, with its village calaboose in the rear of the 
one-story town hall where met the council, the im- 
provement society, the fire department, and other organi- 
zations. Cockney Willie, without doubt, had composed 
the message with the help of the time-table he had in- 
evitably picked up previously in the station. Then he 
had managed to get some passing schoolboy to take the 
letter from between his bars and mail it. His reference 
to crowbars assured Forrester that a delivery from 
durance vile would be easy. He would have to go to 
Cresskill and rescue his man. 

Forrester was ready to clear out of the country. The 
police had made it hot for him. Paris would be his next 
field of operations, for the capital of the French Re- 
public was by this time—early summer—crowded with 
tourists. The thought of leaving the faithful Willie in 
the clutches of the law never entered his mind. 

With a sigh, the tall Englishman sat before a mirror, 
and with a sharp pair of scissors, clipped off his beloved 
cavalry mustaches. From a little round box, he took two 
dabs of invisible paste such as actors use in their make- 
up. Two tufts of mustache became Valentino side whis- 
kers. When he had shaved his upper lip, the effect was 
as if his face had broadened. Mixed blond and gray 
hair that had been straight was put up in curl papers. A 
few snips of the scissors changed the arch of his eye- 
brows to a slant. 

In the matter of disguise, as in crime, Forrester was an 
artist. He abandoned work on his face to attend to a 
change in his body proper. He undressed, adjusted an 
inflated rubber pad at his waist line and smaller pads at 
his hips, thoroughly changing the once trim lines of his 
form. Larger shoes, the tips packed with paper, carried 
out the illusion of a heavy man. An inconspicuous suit 
of clothes, a drab tie, modest waistcoat, and collar of 
medium height helped him in his new guise as an aver- 
age small-town business man. 

Now came the part that he did not relish—the further 
filling in of that lean countenance so well known to the 
keepers of the rogues’ galleries of Europe and America. 
His even white teeth, mounted on bridgework made by 
the finest dentist in Paris, years before, he removed, and 
in their place he adjusted a set of teeth of entirely 


different shape, and of dark yellow color. The expression 
of Forrester’s face was changed. The mouth became 
smaller and the deep lines running from the nose to the 
chin were almost entirely wiped away. 

Nor was this all. Far back against the remotest 
grinders, he made fast two wads of chewing gum, which 
changed the once fine sweep of his jaw. 

His hair out of the curl papers, Silent Forrester, ready 
to proceed to the rescue of his man, spent an hour in 
changing his gait, walking up and down the room with 
the slight right and left swing of the typical tirele: 
American go-getter. He looked as much like an English- 
man as the man on his trail, fat old Bonehead Tierney, 
looked like a Russian ballet dancer. 


HE dusk was deepening among the shade trees and 
over the pleasant daisy-carpeted fields of Cresskill, 
lights were beginning to wink through windows, and the 
hush of twilight had descended, when Forrester strolled 
through Meadow Lane and paused for a moment at the 
barred window of the town hall. A quick glance within, 
a whispered, “Willie,” and then he passed to the prisoner 
a hacksaw. 

“Gee, Guvnor,” whispered Cockney Willie Madden. “I 
knew you wouldn’t leave me. I knew you wouldn’t.” 

“What’s that?” demanded Forrester, as a most dismal, 
torturing moan came from beyond the cell door. 

“A bass fiddle, Guvnor. It’s that bird Tierney. ’E’s ’ad 
me on the rack night and day for two weeks with it, 
tryin’ to make me turn you up. Another week, and I’d 
a gone eryzy, Guvnor. ’E ain’t got no ’eart, Guvnor.” 
His voice broke in a sob. “’E—'e—'’e don’t ply but the 
one tune, the ‘Prisoner’s Song’.” 

“That’s good, Willie. He.can’t hear you sawing. When 
will you be ready?” 

“There’s a circus coming in, in the morning, Guvnor. 
The parade will be about eleven o'clock. That’s a good 
time to get away—in the crowd.” 

“T’ll have a car ready across the railroad tracks by the 
freight building, at eleven o'clock.” 

Engrossed in perfecting his tremolo passages, Tierney 
could not hear the low swish-swish-swish of steel against 
iron within the cell of the man he was torturing with the 
thirty-third degree. At midnight, his back began to 
ache and so he shut up shop and called in to Willie: 

“Not so bad, eh, Willie?” 

“You're certainly doin’ fine, Mister,” came from be- 
hind the grated door. “You're knockin’ off early to-night, 
aintcher?” 

“T’ll be around at ten in the morning, Willie. Good 
night. Sleep tight. Don’t let the bugs bite.” 

Streams of all sorts of vehicles poured into the vil- 
lage from all directions, for cireus day. Every coun- 
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try lad and his dog had arrived at daybreak in the hope 
of landing the time-honored job of carrying water for 
the elephants. Hundreds of shopkeepers in the scores of 
neighboring villages called it a holiday and loaded the 
family flivvers with wives and children. 

Bosco’s Supreme Circus and Monstrous Menagerie of 
Mastodonic Man-Eating Beasts of the Jungle had come 
once more to the peaceful Northern Valley. But this 
time, of course, grander and greater than ever. 


HEAVILY built man with small side whiskers and 

yellowed, somewhat twisted teeth paused before the 
Town Hall and inquired the way to the National Bank. 
Jim Tierney was there with glistening eyes, eager as a 
small boy for the coming of the glittering street parade. 
Long a devotee of loud instruments, he was of the 
opinion that no music compared with that of a circus 
band. Harps and viols, soft but sonorous French horns, 
plaintive clarinets, sobbing cellos, were all included in 
the one comprehensive word “junk” as far as Jim’s 
taste ran. Noise was what he loved. He had learned 
from one of the circus people that the band boasted, this 
year, a Sousa bass horn, the hughest umpah contraption 
ever constructed. Every profound ump from this inven- 
tion would thrill the soul of the detective. 

Tierney directed the stranger to the bank, and For- 
rester went on his way with an inward chuckle. The 
disguised Britisher entered the one-story brick structure 
and requested change for a twenty-dollar certificate. His 
keen eyes took in every detail of the institution’s equip- 
ment, the open door of the vault behind the grilled par- 
titions, the door leading within, the cashier’s desk, the 
president’s office, and the cages of paying and receiving 
tellers. 

“How simple,” he thought. 

And how he needed the money! It would not be a 
great amount, but even fifteen or twenty thousand dol- 
lars would come in handy. A clock on the wall showed 
that it was 10:30. Outside, the crowds were pushing and 
shoving good-naturedly. The word passed that the 
parade had started from the circus grounds. 

Strolling up Main Street to Meadow Lane, Forrester 
found Tierney still at the Town Hall door, his round 
cheeks rosy with excitement. Forrester passed on, turned 
to the left, and came back to Meadow Lane from the 
rear. 

“Willie?” 

“Yes, Guvnor.” 

“How is it?” 

Willie removed two bars and started to climb out. 

“Not yet,” warned his master. “When the band 
passes, then hop out and meet me just back of the bank. 
We need some cash.” (Continued on page 42) 


A quick glance within, a whispered “Willie,” and then he passed to the prisoner a hacksaw. 


November, 1927 


A familiar white dinghy was moored at my place and Captain Sharick himself was standing on the dock. 


Drumbeaters Islan 


By Kent Curtis 


« EA ready?” the rajah asked me, speaking very 
softly and looking mighty unpleasant. 
I couldn’t figure out why he should be look- 
ing unpleasant. But he on his big schooner 
yacht, the Zuleika, had puzzled me some that day, any- 
how. For one thing, I'd expected to find my old friend 
Pineapple Jim Turbyfill there on the yacht, and I hadn’t 
found him. 

While I’d been up at Pine Lake Academy in New 
Jersey, Pineapple had sent me a letter, addressed all 
formally to Aler Brassgat, and in it he’d said he’d been 
made captain of a rajah’s yacht and was going down to 
the rajah’s island in the Bahamas, and he’d suggested 
that I might come down and go, too, as cabin boy. 

I had wanted to. But I'd gone to that academy to 
get an education. Captain Sharick had helped me get in 
there after he and I had gone treasure hunting down 
around the Florida Keys in his yacht, the blushing 
Camel, and had found the treasure chest Poppa had told 
me about. before he’d been lost in the hurricane, and had 
sold the gold things in it for a lot of money. 

When Pineapple’s letter had come, I’d been crazy to 
go with him to the Bahamas, but I’d decided to stay on 
and get educated. Then Hoppy Clarke and I had got 
into a scrape with a motor-lawnmower—we'd let it get 
away from us and smash into a faculty tea party—and 
I’d-decided to leave the academy and join Pineapple. 

But when I'd finally reached Miami, just that morn- 
ing, and had hunted up the Zuleika, Sir Charles, the 
rajah, had told me Pineapple wasn’t there—that he was 
not going with him after all. That puzzled me, and the 
rajah himself puzzled me. He was a hawk-nosed Eng- 
lishman, not at all my idea of a rajah. 

But it didn’t puzzle me at all when he asked me to 
stop over a day on the Zuleika and clean up her galley; 
it certainly needed cleaning up. By late afternoon, I’d 
put it all shipshape, though, and was getting tea ready 
for the rajah and singing away on an old song of 
Poppa’s. That is, I had been singing until they’d come 
a tapping on the bulkhead forward of the galley—I’d 
shut up then, afraid I was disturbing someone’s nap. 

It was just then that the rajah appeared in the door- 
way and shot his soft little question: 

“Tea ready?” 

Then before I could answer, he said between his teeth, 
“Go back to the main cabin and help Ali,” and fairly 
shoved me out the galley. 

T went aft but couldn’t see anyone in the main cabin. 
I was standing there, puzzled, when I was seized from 
behind. A rough cloth came down over my face. I 
breathed in something choking and sweetish—and every- 
thing went black. 


OPPY CLARKE was doing wide circles around me 
with that snorting lawnmower while the Discipline 
Committee of Pine Lake Academy stood around 

prodding me with rulers. Mr. Heaton had my wrists in 
a vise-like grip and Hoppy was yelling, “It’s Brassgat’s 
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fault! It’s Brassgat’s fault?’ Mr. Heaton let go my 
wrists and said, “Go on with the imperfect.” I couldn’t 
say a word of it to save my life and with a horrible grat- 
ing laugh that froze my blood the Spanish master’s fin- 
gers closed on my throat.; I kicked and twisted and 
tried to cry out, but not a‘sound would come. Every- 
thing went black again; but this time it was real black- 
ness, and after what seemed ‘a lifetime of writhing and 
kicking and trying to yell, I realized I was awake. 


KNEW then part of it ‘had been a dream, but the 

dream was so tangled up with reality that I lay there 
a dog’s age before I knew where I was and what had 
happened. Even then I didn’t know where I was, of 
course, for there was a sack over my head. All I knew 
was that I was alive and awake, with my ankles bound 
together, my arms lashed tightly to my sides, and my 
mouth full of burlap. I wopdered whether the Zuleika 
had all been a dream and?Mr. Heaton’s grip on my 
throat was real, or whether I was on the schooner and 
dreaming about the lawnmower. As I got my senses 
back I realized it was neither.“ I was bound and gagged, 
all right, but I was on hard growhd, somewhere out of 
doors, and it was night; I could feel it. Moving very 
cautiously, for fear some of thé Zuleika’s crew might be 
around, I tried to work myself ‘Toose, 

Whoever had tied me up had done a poor job; a few 
mirutes of pulling and -twistitig-were enough to get my 
hands free and once that was done I tore the gunny sack 
off my head and sat up. I was on the low bank of a 
river or canal, miles away from anywhere, in a little 
clearing bordered with cabbage palms and underbrush. 
It was bright starlight and very still. I mean there 
weren’t any human sounds; a Florida night is always 
full of wild noises: a chuck-wills-widow was whistling 
back in the jungle, bullfrogs were croaking at each other 
across the river, and somewhere a heron’s squawk 
sounded mournfully. A heron in the night time is the 
lonesomest sounding thing there is. 

I bent forward and struggled with the ropes around 
my ankles; the folks on the Zuleika had done a more 
sailor-like job there, and I didn’t have a knife. That’s 
what a Northern education had done to me, I figured 
bitterly; made me forget always to carry a knife, and 
matches. I didn’t have either. After about an hour’s 
tussel with the knots I managed, by taking both my 
shoes off, to wriggle my feet loose. I stood up, free again, 
but with the splittingést headache a man ever had, sore 
all over where the ropes had cut into me, and half 
frozen besides. 

Being free wouldn’t mean much until. daylight, I 
reckoned, but I got my blood to circulating by- pac- 
ing up and down that little clearing, keeping away from 


the palmetto scrub and the shadows of the trees for fear 
of tramping on a snake. 

It made it easier to warm up because I was so mad. 
A fine crew that was for Pineapple to connect up with! 
His luck was certainly with him when he (or they) de- 
cided to part company. What was their game? And 
why go to so much trouble to get rid of me? I hadn’t 
hankered to stay on that boat bad enough so they had 
to brain me to get me off. 

Just then I thought of the five dollars the rajah had 
promised me, and it made me madder than ever. I 
turned out my pockets; the original eighty-five cents was 
there—I could count that by touch—and besides that 
there was a bill and a slip of paper that hadn’t been 
there when I boarded the schooner. It was too dark 
to see what denomination the bill was or read anything 
that might be written on the paper. The only thing I 
could do was wait for daylight and try to puzzle the 
thing out. 

“Whatever their lay is,” thinks I, “I’m lucky to be 
quit of them with no bones broken. At dawn I'll hit 
for Chokoloskee and home. Pineapple will want to hear 
all about this, and I'll bet he can tell me something. I’m 
through with yachts.” 


Te turned out to be the longest night I ever put in and 
I spent it, after I got myself untied, in walking 
up and down that clearing, like a lion in a cage, cussing 
myself for not having any matches. The cool night air 
helped my head, though, and after what seemed like 
half a lifetime of waiting, when the first faint grayness 
lighted the east back of the tufted cabbage palms, I 
began to feel good. I’d lit on my feet again, after an 
adventure, if you can call getting knocked in the head 
an adventure, and I was headed home. Daylight was a 
long time coming. It seemed like a few more hours be- 
fore I could see what was in my pants pocket. It turned 
out to be a five-dollar bill and a scrawled message 
saying: 


Sorry to inconvenience you, but the affair is im- 
portant. At Chokoloskee you will find Turbyfill, 
who will explain. 


My discharge in writing, and that was that. I wasn’t 
wanted around the Zuleika, that was plain enough, and 
now that Pineapple was off her, it was a matter of con- 
siderable indifference to me if I never saw her again. 
The rajah had paid me what he promised, and if his 
way of firing a cabin boy was to throttle him and 
abandon him in the sticks, why should I kick? I won- 
dere whether they’d done the same thing with Pine- 
apple. 

The sky in the east reddened and gave me my bear- 
ings. I was on the banks of the Miami River, I 
judged, and a road couldn’t be far off. My trail lay with 
my back to the sun; one hundred forty miles between 
me and home, I reckoned it, and five dollars and eighty- 
five cents to do it on. That meant shanks horses all the 
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way, unless I could hook a ride, and grits twice a day. 
I wasn’t worrying; everything looks rosy early in the 
morning and I was in my own country and my own boss. 
I reckon nobody could feel sad for very long with a 
Florida sunrise warming his back. 


HE road wasn’t two hundred yards away; it made me 
feel right silly when I stumbled on it, to think that 
I’d been pacing off useless miles all night in that clear- 
ing when I might have been putting them between me 
and the east coast. I never once thought of turning 
back. I wasn’t going to bother that gang on the Zuleika 
any more. Later on I wished I had, but how was I to 
know? It’s always been my motto to take a hint when 
it’s given, and if that knock in the head wasn’t a hint, 
what was it? “Probably a tough gang of rum-runners,” 
thinks I. “I’m glad I’m quit of them, and glad that 
Pineapple is, too.” 

It wasn’t much of a road that I found, but it led west- 
ward and I hit out. I shed my sweater and tied it 
around my waist and was settling down to a good four 
miles an hour when I came on a house. It was a sort of 
ramshacky place with a couple 
of sad-looking banana trees in 
the front yard; on the front 


going, but sitting still and watching the sun beat down 
on that lonesome lake made me feel mighty low. I took 
up my belt another notch and wondered when I’d ever 
eat again. For the first time since I’d lit out I began to 
think of Pine Lake Academy and it didn’t make me feel 
any too good, I can tell you. And at least I'd gotten 
three meals a day there. I might have known I’d have 
bad luck, and deserve all the bad luck I got, for leaving 
Hoppy Clarke in the lurch like that. I wondered what 
Hoppy was going through now; solitary confinement, 
bread and water, maybe. 

And what was I but a deserter, a quitter, leaving a 
pal to take my medicine, gallivanting down to Florida 
to get a job on Pineapple’s schooner and getting a knock 
in the head for my trouble. I had it coming, I reckon, 
and here I was, half starved, and marooned on the shore 
of Lake Okeechobee with five dollars and eighty-five 
cents in my pocket. 

And the thought of that twenty-five thousand dollars 
in the bank in New York didn’t console me any. Now 
that I’d treated Captain Sharick this way by running 
away in disgrace it didn’t seem to me that I had any 
right to touch that money, not 
for a while anyway. And right 
then twice twenty-five thou- 


porch was a man fixing an au- 
tomobile tire. 

“How far am I from 
Miami?” I sang out. 

“Do you want to know really 
how far,” he asked, “or how 
far the real estate man told me 
it was?” 

I laughed. 

“They’s a consid’ble differ- 
ence,” he said. “I make out the 
actool distance to be twelve 
miles, but accordin’ to the 
smart feller that stuck me with 
this place you're right in the 
city limits.” 

“Thanks,” said I. 

“Don’t mention it,” said he. 
“Where you bound?” 
~ “Fort Myers.” 

“Never heard of it,” he an- 
nounced, as I went on my way. 
He was one of those North- 
erners, I figured. 

When I’d walked another 
hour I was sorry I hadn’t at 
least asked him for a drink of 
water; the sun was getting 
hotter as it climbed and the 
road was leading out into a 
treeless country as flat as a 
table, with no sign of any more 
houses. I tightened my belt and 
tried not to think of my next 
meal. 
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sand dollars wouldn’t have got 
me across the lake any quicker. 
Captain Sharick had trusted 
me and, wherever he was, up 
there in Canada, he counted on 
my sticking at my books at the 
Academy, getting an education 
so that I could be a credit to 
him. It made me feel like a 
yellow dog to think I’d lit out 
the very first trouble I’d got 
into. 

And now it was too late to 
do the wise thing; if a fellow 
could think out in advance 
what was the right thing to do, 
what a lot of blue thoughts 
he’d save himself! I had plenty 
of time that endless afternoon 
under the tree at Canal Point 
to think over everything I'd 
ever done and the sum total 
didn’t make me exactly proud. 
I'd thrown away my _ only 
chance ever to amount to any- 
thing; I didn’t deserve to be 
the captain’s friend any more. 
I'd treated: Hoppy meaner than 
dirt. From now on I was on 
my own in the world, and the 
thought made me so discour- 
aged and lonesome I could al- 
most have cried. 

I sat under that water oak, 
with the black dogs chasing 


Then all of a sudden my 
road forked into what looked 
like a main traveled highway, i 
and before I’d gone half a mile a man in a car over- 
took me and:slowed up. 

“Lift?” he asked. 

“Thanks,” I said, and jumped in. 

“Where you bound?” 

“Anywhere west,” I said. 

“They're always advisin’ young men to go there,” he 
chuckled. “I’m goin’ as far as Canal Point. If you want 
to go west of there you'll have to swim.” 

Until that moment I’d forgotten all about Lake 
Okeechobee; it lay right smack in my path and was 
thirty miles across. 

“My golly!” I exclaimed. “I can get a boat, can’t LP 

“To-day’s Tuesday,” said the man. “I reckon you can 
get one if you wait till Thursday noon.” ; 

“That’s not good enough,” I answered. “I reckon I'll 
swim.” 

“You can wade most of the way,” he came back, “It’s 
been a dry summer.” 


T took the wind out of my sails to recollect that a 
thirty-mile lake lay between me and home. I knew 
enough about South Florida to know that it would be 
a considerable job to walk around it. Lots of big rivers 
come into Lake Okeechobee from the north, and to the 
south lie the Everglades, mile after mile of saw-grass 
swamp that nobody could get through except an alliga- 
tor or a Seminole. However, there was no use crossing 
any bridges or lakes, before I came to them. 

Canal Point is where the canal from West Palm Beach 
runs out of the lake. There’s a lock there, and the 
lock tender’s house is the only building in sight. The 
man that gave me a lift was going on to an orange 
grove two miles down the shore; so I thanked him and 
got out at the lock. Lake Okeechobee stretched away 
to the west, horizon down and calm as a mirror. There 
wasn’t a soul in the lock tender’s house, but I found a 
cistern and pretty near foundered myself with water and 
then sat down in the shade of a big water oak at the 
edge of the lock and mourned for a boat of some de- 
nomination. 

I was getting sick of traveling by this time. I should 
not have minded so much if I could have kept on 


me, until along about five 
o'clock I heard the distant 
chug, chug, chug of a motor 
boat. It was in the canal and coming my way. It finally 
came in sight, a flat-bottomed, square-sterned, open fish 
boat, about twenty-five feet long, loaded down with nets, 
bedding, household plunder, five people, and two hound 
dogs. As it pounded up toward the lock gate, it didn’t 
look as if another single pound could be taken on with- 
out sinking the craft, but I sang out: 

“What’s the chances of getting a lift across the lake?” 

“Open the gate for me,” said the man who was running 
her, “an’ lemme git a look at the lake, an’ I'll tell you.” 

It was a queer looking outfit. The man was a fisher- 
man, I could tell, and he was moving his camp. The 
folks with him were his family: a skinny, tired-looking 
wife in a faded sunbonnet, and three children, the young- 
est a baby in arms and the oldest still too small to be 
anything but a bother around a boat. I opened the gate 
and shut it after them, and the man climbed ashore and 
showed me how to work the sluices that filled the lock. 

“The lake looks right still,” he said. “I reckon I kin 
take you cross if you don’t mind crowdin’.” 

I was so sick of just sitting there that I’d almost have 
been willing to be towed across on a log—so I jumped 
at the chance. 

“Where you bound?” I asked. 

“Big Hickory Pass.” 

“Great day in the morning! That’s only about forty 
miles from where I live. If I work my way, will you 
take me there with you?” 

“T reckon so,” he said. 


Chapter Six 


T cheered me up some to know I’d found a way to 

get across Lake Okeechobee, even if it was only in 

a one-lunged fish boat crammed so tight with humans 

and cargo that a capful of wind would send her to the 
bottom. 

The man’s name was J. B. Dinkins, he told me. He’d 
been living with his wife and kids on a fish house on 
stakes in Biscayne Bay, just making enough to buy grits. 
Then the October storm came along and blew the roof 
off his house, nearly drowning the lot of them and get- 
ting him plumb disgusted with the east coast. So here 
he was, on his way to a new fishing ground, with Mrs, 
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Dinkins, Orlando and Zenith, the two boys, and Gloriola, 
the baby girl, not to mention two hound dogs and all 
their worldly plunder. He said the fish company that 
he was going to work for had written him that his new 
house would have a roof on it; and anyway he couldn’t 


. go any broker at Big Hickory than he was right now. 


We locked through and shut the gate behind us. There 
wasn’t any compass on the bout, but he headed south- 
west into that lake as calmly as if he were crossing a 
creek. From the speed that the old rattletrap of a 
two-cycle engine showed us I knew it would be an all- 
night trip across, even if we didn’t have to stop and 
patch her up with tire-tape and chewing gum. Moore 
Haven, where the Caloosahatchee River runs out of the 
lake, was where we were heading, and Mr. Dinkins ap- 
peared to know the way. It’s hard to lose a fisherman. 
_ The family wasn’t very conversational; I reckon that 
living all together penned up in a ten-by-twelve fish 
house two miles from shore had sort of run them out of 
things to talk about. Mrs. Dinkins sat on a battered 
old suitcase with Gloriola in her lap; the boys were 
stretched out on a pile of nets in the stern, and Mr. 
Dinkins had the steering lines. I told him to call me 
when he wanted me to take a turn at the tiller, and 
then I went forward and stretched myself face down on 
the deck where I’d be out of the way. 

The next I knew someone was shaking me. 

“Come and git yore grits,” said Mr. Dinkins. That 
sounded like glad news to me. The sun had just set 
and the west was all clear gold, the kind of light that 
means good weather. No land was in sight anywhere and 
the lake was so calm the boat seemed to be hung in 
the air. Mrs. Dinkins had a one-burner oil stove lit, 
with a saucepan on it. We had grits and coffee for sup- 
per. When a cracker says “grits” he means grub of any 
description, but when Mr. Dinkins said grits he meant 
grits. It’s pretty low food, I’ve always thought, without 
butter or bacon gravy or cane syrup to liven it up, but 
this evening I was ‘way past being particular; in fact, 
I had to hold myself in to keep from acting hoggish. The 
Dinkinses were mighty poor, I could see, and I didn’t 
want to stretch their hospitality. But those plain boiled 
grits tasted like a banquet, though the coffee was ten 
times weaker than canal water. It’s the way with poor 
ols. I've noticed; the less they’ve got, the more they 
share. 

As it got dark Mr. Dinkins let me take the lines. 

“Keep her straight by that star,’ he told me, “and 

call me when you see a red beacon at the dredge cut. 
I’m going to fall unconscious for a spell.” 
_ Isat on the engine box; every time the cylinder fired 
it mighty near fetched my teeth loose, but I figured it 
was a sure way to keep awake. The Dinkins family 
made themselves comfortable on the nets and a pile of 
ratty blankets and I was left in full charge. 


OURS went by. I began to think that the red 
beacon had gone out or been moved, or that maybe 
I'd got the stars mixed up and was going in circles. But 
the old North Star, the one that never moves, was over 
my right shoulder all the time; so I knew it was the 
engine’s fault. After I’d begun to think that it was half- 
way to Judgment Day and dawn would never come, sud- 
denly I saw the beacon, a faint pinpoint of red light, and 
dead ahead. I went and shook Mr. Dinkins. He took 
the rudder lines and I lay right down on the floor and 
was dead to the world in ten seconds. 

We were tied to a dock in Moore Haven when I woke 
up; it was daylight. Mr. Dinkins was tinkering with 
the engine and his wife and the kids were sitting up 
rubbing the sleep out of their eyes. I jumped ashore 
and ran uptown to the grocery store, where I bought 
a hunk of salt pork, three pounds of sugar, three pounds 
of coffee, a can of syrup, ten loaves of bread, two cans 
of jam, a jar of peanut butter and a bag of striped stick 
candy. When I’d paid for it, I had a dollar and fifty- 
nine cents left. The man put the stuff in a gunny sack 
and I earried it back to the boat. 

“What's all this yere?” said Mr. Dinkins when I 
emptied the sack out on the engine box. 

“Just a few grits,” I said. 

“You didn’t have no call to git—” he began, 

“I know,” I told him, “but when I get a free ride 
across the state of Florida, I reckon the least I can do is 
to help out. You know I’ve not done enough work to 
pay my fare. Now I'll get breakfast.” 

When I saw the way they helped me wolf down fried 
pork and slabs of bread and jam, and real coffee, and 
when I looked at the kids, happy as mud turtles with 
the candy sticks, I thanked my stars I had that five 
dollars. It was worth a knock in the head, I reckoned. 

After breakfast we went through a lock and chugged 
down the ditch that leads to the upper Caloosahatchee. 
What current there was was with us now, and with the 
big lake crossed and the climbing sun at our backs we 
all began to feel more cheerful. Mr. Dinkins whistled 
between his teeth, though what the tune was I never 
could make out, and Orlando and Zenith fooled around 
until Zenith got pushed overboard and we had to stop 
the boat and fish him out. 

“Yore fixin’ to git et by a ’gator,” said his father. 

“IT never heard of a ’gator eating anybody,” I said. 

“Don’t tell him that,” said Mr. Dinkins, pointing at 
his son. “He’ll be fallin’ off all the time, just for 
pleasure.” - 

“He can swim, can’t he?” 
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said Mr. Dinkins, as if he’d 
“He ain’t never drowned 


“T don’t rightly know,” 
never thought of it before. 
yit. 

“Tt’s a handy thing to know,” 
around water all the time.” 

“T reckon it is, but I kain’t swim no more’n a skillet.” 

“My lord! What would you do if you ever fell over- 
board?” 

“Wade.” 

“But supposing it was deep water?” 

“They’s gen’ally porpoises in deep water; I reckon 
they’d butt me ashore. I knowed a man that fell in 
Captiva Pass, and the old porpais st natchully swam 
under him and kep’ him up till they put him right on 
the beach.” 5 

T didn’t say anything. A lot of people down in this 
country believe that about porpoises, but I’d sooner 
learn how to swim than trust to a fish to get me safely 
ashore. 


said I, “when you're 


Be “FORE noon we were out of the dredge cut and 
into the real Caloosahatchee, a narrow, winding 
stream of clear brown water flowing between high sandy 
banks and woods of eabbage palm, pines, and water 
oaks, with every now and then an orange grove. We 
saw several alligators sunning themselves at the river's 
edge, but it wasn’t any use shooting at them; you can’t 
kill a ’gator quick enough to prevent his sliding into 
the water, and when it’s as deep as the Caloosahatchee 
is, you lose the hide. And we didn’t have a gun anyway. 
We went under the bridge at Labelle about two o'clock 
and made camp at sunset on a high bank below Fort 
Denaud. 

The next morning we were off as soon as it was light 
and down past the river towns, Alea, Upcohall, Halgrim, 
and Olga. At least, Mr. Dinkins said they were towns; 
all I could see from the boat was a rotting dock and one 
or two buildings that would fall down if the jungle 
wasn’t thick enough about them to hold them up. 

The river widened as we got near tide water and above 

“the A. C. L. bridge we had to fight hyacinths for a quar- 
ter of a mile. Great green and purple clumps of them 
had drifted down until they met the wind and tide, and 
there they floated, acres of them, a solid mass of bright 
color from bank to bank. I stood on the bow with a 
poling oar and nearly broke my back trying to pry a 
channel for us. We’d make a few feet and end up at a 
dead stop with half an acre of salad packed against the 
boat’s nose; then more poking and prying with the oar 
till we got clear; then repeat the operation. Water 
hyacinths are mighty pretty to look at, but a curse to 
navigation: it took us two hours to get through them 
and it was almost dark before we tied up at the fish 
dock in Fort Myers. 

On the dock I saw a man I knew, a nephew of old 
Hoke Dupree that lives near me, down on Caxahatchee 
Island. I asked him if he knew where Pineapple was. 

“He was here a while back,” he told me, “dressed up 
fit to kill, brass buttons on his coat and gold lace around 
his cap; looked like he’d joined a minstrel show. He 
was tellin’ it around that his luck had changed at last— 
got to be captain of a big yacht, so he said. I don’t 
reckon it’s so, but he shore had the clothes. I tole him 
he’d better not go upriver with them brass buttons, ‘less 


he wanted to be shot for a revenue officer but he said 
he was travelin’ by auto, like a gentleman.” 
“Travelin’ where?” 

“Back to his yacht, I reckon; he said it was over at 
Miami.” 

“How far back was it you saw him?” 

“bout two weeks, I reckon.” 

That didn’t do me any good; I wanted to know where 
Pineapple was now. But I figured that he had probably 
come back to Chokoloskee without hitting Fort Myers; 
in fact, if he was fired off the Zuleika he probably would 
go a long way out of the way to avoid meeting the 
people he’d bragged to about his new job. There would 
not be any sense in those brass buttons if he didn’t have 
a yacht to go with them. 

I went up.town and laid out my last nickel for more 
grub and I asked a couple more men about Pineapple; 
everybody in Lee County knows Pineapple. They told 
me the same thing: Pineapple was captain of a big 
yacht—one of them said a hundred-footer; the whole 
town seemed to know about it. “But I'll b’lieve it when 
I see it,” one of the men said, and all the folks hanging 
around the store laughed fit to bust. They all knew 
Pineapple and how bad his luck was. 


HEN I got back to the dock Mr. Dinkins had laid 
on some more gasoline—I reckon it took his last 
nickel—and he was all in favor of running down to San 
Carlos Bay that night. The Caloosahatchee is lit up by 
beacons below Fort Myers and we could do it easy. It 
suited me all right; the sooner I got to my island the 
better. And I was getting mighty tired of being crowded 
up on that boat; it seemed every place I put my foot I 
stepped on a child or a dog. 

The lights of Fort Myers dropped astern and I took 
the steering lines, keeping the red beacons to port and 
the white to starboard, on down the river, which was 
over a mile wide now. We passed Punta Rasa after 
midnight and I woke up Mr. Dinkins; we were out of 
the Caloosahatchee. The bay was as calm as a cistern; 
so he took the lines and said we might as well keep on. 
I fell unconscious in the bottom of the boat and slept 
till dawn. We were going down Estero Bay as I got 
breakfast and before ten o’clock we were tied up at the 
fish house where the Dinkins’family were going vo live. 
I was across the state and forty-three miles from home. 

But the only way for me to make that last forty-three 
miles was by water; there’s no such thing as walking in 
that country—it’s all islands and bays and rivers and 
sloughs. But luck was with me again. 

“What day is it?” I asked Mr. Dinkins, as I was help- 
ing him get his plunder ashore. 

“Dadgoned if I know. Why?” 

“The Myrtie M. Bloss comes down Tuesday and Fri- 
cays I reckon the captain would trust me for the fare 

ome.” 

The Myrtie M. Bloss is the tug that brings ice twice 
a week and carries back fish to Punta Gorda. Chokolos- 
kee is farthest south where she calls, and that brings 
her right by the end of Brassgat’s Island. I had to count 
up on my fingers to find out what day it was. I’d left 
running from the Academy on Saturday; no danger of 
my forgetting that it was Saturday that Hoppy and I let 
that lawnmower loose. Then there were two nights on 
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the train, Saturday and Sunday; Monday was the night I 
lay out bound and gagged on the banks of the Miami; 
Tuseday night J was crossing Lake Okeechobee; Wed-. 
nesday 
we crossed San Carlos Bay; that made tu-day Friday. I 
was in luck again; and sure enough, just then I heard, 
the Myrtie whistle for the fish house. 

So I said good-by to the Dinkinses and thanked them 
a hundred times for the lift they’d given me and hopped’ 
aboard the Myrtie M. The captain let me ride on 
credit; he’s known me since I was knee-high. 

The old packet made a lot of stops to unload ice in 
that forty-mile run down the coast and it was nearly 
sunset when she turned her nose into Little Lardcan 
Pass. I was right up in the bow, as far forward as I 
could get, my eyes straining for the first sight of home. 
The pass looked the same—I could almost imagine I saw 
the Camel IT riding at anchor, right in the place where 
I had first seen her—but there wasn’t a sign of life, ex- 
cept a flock of pelicans wheeling and diving in the shoals. 

When we got opposite the entrance to my bayou, 
yelled good-by to the captain and dove overboard with 
all my clothes on. I couldn’t wait to go that two miles 
to Chokolos and borrow a boat to get home in, not 
after being a all those weeks. So I struck out for 
Brassgat’s Island. The Myrtie’s whistle blew and I trod 
water a moment and shouted to the captain: 

“If you see Pineapple in Chokoloskee, tell him I’m 
home.” 

He blew the whistle again to show that he understood 
and I swam the hundred yards to my dock. During my 
homesickest days I’d never planned to arrive back on 
my island this way, but home is home, and one way 
is as good as another to get back there. Like Columbus, 
I felt like falling on my knees and kissing the ground. 


Chapter Seven 


RECKON I won’t forget that twenty-first of Novem- 

ber in a hurry. It was my seventeenth birthday and 

I'd been back on my island three weeks; three weeks 
of living alone, as I used to do, but yet not the same 
somehow. I was low in my mind about two things: 
first on account of the way I’d done a dirty trick on 
Hoppy Clarke and Captain Sharick by running off from 
school that way, and second because I hadn’t seen hide 
nor hair of Pineapple. 

I'd gotten my old skiff pulley-hauled into the water 
and as soon as it swelled up enough so I could row 
across the bay I went to Chokoloskee. That was the 
second day after I got home. Old man Gatewood didn’t 
know anything but what the folks in Fort Myers had 
told me; he hadn’t seen Pineapple for two or three weeks. 
He’d been around then, all dressed up, bragging how his 
luck had changed and how he was captain of a big 
yacht. Old man Gatewood made that yacht a two- 
hundred-footer, and said Pineapple was going to take it 
around the world. It was mighty disappointing to me to 
find he’d vanished this way, and now that he was off the 
Zuleika, there was no telling where he’d gone. Blown 
by the winds of chance, that was what Poppa used to 
say about Pineapple. 

I wrote a long letter to Hoppy, telling him every- 
thing; how I’d been thrown off (Continued on page 32) 


“When I get a free ride across the state of Florida, the least I can do is help out,” I said. ¢ 


we camped on the river and last night, Thursday, 
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In a moment the 
old man was help- 
Jess, bound hand 
and foot. 


nated between the map before him and the wild 
stretch of primeval wilderness a mile below, the 
light in them seemed to grow brighter. Intensely 
blue eyes they were, behind his. huge goggles, and now 


AN LIEUTENANT RUSS FARRELL’S eyes alter- 


they were literally flashing through the glass. He 
handled his two-seated Briston airplane with automatic 
skill as he checked up the junction of two streams and 
noted the exact lcation of the little settlement that 
nestled in the fork of the creeks. There could:be no 
doubt that the lonely village of Sibley, Kentucky, was 
right below him, and that. probably the most ‘perilous 
task of all his years in, the United States Army Air 
Service lay just ahead. 

As he glanced over the never-ending forest, he caught 
sight of three or four widely sepa- 
rated wisps of white steam drift- 
ing upward through the trees. 
Those would be rising from the 
stills of the: mountain. people—of 
the Sibley clan; to be exact. 

To the rangy, red-headed young 
pilot. those. wisps of smoke were 
the visible evidences of all the 
brooding mystery of those blood- 
drenched Kentucky hills. No man 
could know all that had gone on 
in their shadowed depths, for only 
a few of the sagas of the murder- 
ous mountain feuds ever reached 
the outside world. What Russ did 
know was that he must boldly en- 
trust his life to grimly ignorant 
men down there who distrusted 
and hated the outside world that 
they had never seen. 

There was a clearing down 
there, a half mile up Babbling 
Creek, on which he thought he 
could land. He must overlook 
no detail, though, in that landing. 
For Bud Harwell, the man he was 
after, had spent three or four days 
at an army camp, and he might 
know motors. 

Russ, his broad-shouldered body 
taut and his freckled face alight 
with almost savage anticipation, 
started on the switches. Rapidly 
he cut the ignition of the twelve- 
cylinder Liberty, and then turned 
it on again, over and over. The 
altitude adjustment for the car- 
buretor was all the way forward, 
and it was a spitting, popping 
motor that sounded from the 
heavens as the trim Briston spi- 
raled lazily downward over the 
low-rolling, thickly wooded hills 
that were already darkening as 
the sun went down. 

Russ felt as though he were de- 
liberately landing in a den of 
lions. And yet there was adven- 
turous pleasure as well as dark 
foreboding in that tingling along 
his spine. 


T HAD BEEN only that morn- 

ing that Graves, the secret 
agent from Washington, had ar- 
rived at McCook Field in Days- 
ville, Ohio, and summoned the 
young flyer who had worked under 
him many times before. Graves 
had given Russ his choice—he did 
not have to accept the hazardous 


assignment. But Russ, being 
Russ Farrell, had accepted eag- 
erly. Even so, he could not for- 
get what Graves had said as the 
interview closed. 

“Tt seems to be the only way 
we can penetrate into that re- 
mote little nook in the woods 
without great loss of life and 
slim chance of success, The Sib- 
ley clan is among the shyest, 
most deadly, and most: ignorant 
of. the mountain families. A 
regiment couldn’t win its way 
through the mountains without 
losing half its men. All moun- 
taineers “hate everyone from’ the outside world—they 
think all’-unknown men are revenue officers trying to 
get them for making liquor out of their corn. No un- 
wary stranger could get within miles of Sibley alive. 

“And we've got to: get hold. of Bud Harwell, Russ! 
He’s the one_ witness who'can help the government land 
an elusive gang of criminals’ behind the bars for years. 
It’s toshis' own advantage; to come down and testify— 
it means a‘ thousand dollars reward to him. But no 
letter of ours, no message we send, can convince him 
that we're “not trying to trap him ‘and put himself in 
jail. And he’s well able to take care of himself, believe 


me. 
“Good-by, boy—and look out for yourself!” 
These and a thousand other things were rushing 


Before the paralyzed Russ could move a muscle, Harwell had pulled the ripcord. 


THE AMERICAN Boy 


Russ Drops In 


By Thomson Burtis 


Illustrated by Fred C. Yohn 


through Russ’s mind as he brought the ship around, 
facing the field, and just scraping the top of’a low 
rolling hill that sloped down to the edge of the clearing. 
It was a long and narrow field, paralleling the tiny brook 
and Russ cut the motor entirely and coasted down over 
the tree tops... He dared to-take his eyes’from his 
objective momentarily as he searched the virgin. forest 
for signs of life. Men must be on their way from the 
village, a half mile away, coming after him—and possibly 
the most perilous moment of all this daring’ trip was 
just ahead. He saw three or four isolated cabins scat- 
tered here and there in clearings on the sides‘of the 
hills, but, otherwise the village itself was the only sign 
of civilization. 

At the last moment he saw that he had -too much 
speed, and would overshoot the field; so'-he had to bank 
steeply, jam on top rudder, and kill: both forward speed 
and altitude in a vertical’ sideslip. With the rudder he 
brought the ship out of*it;+headed again for’ the field, 
and a wicked “fishtailing” "skidding the ‘plane from side 
to side—acted as a brake and enabled him to come down 
in the six-inch grass without too much speed. 

Hidden in the pocket in the front cockpit was’a Colt 
.45, and as Russ cut his motor and leaped out he would 
have given just about all he owned if he*could have 
snatched it out and worn it. But he could not—he must 
be unarmed and helpless in order to counteract suspicion 
as far as possible. 

Goggles pushed up over his forehead, trim -in boots 
and leather coat and close-fitting helmet, the freckled- 
faced pilot stood tensely beside his ship while his blazing 
eyes searched the impenetrable 
forest for signs of the enemy: In 
the dying light that isolated field 
seemed very lonely. 

“Come on, now,” he-admonished 
himself as he unfastened’ his seat- 
pack parachute, and in’ a moment 
he had the tool kit out-and was 
pretending to tinker ‘with the 
motor. As he worked, it seemed 
to him that he could feel hostile 
eyes stabbing into his back. Yet 
nothing happened. 

Would they never come? Would 
the crack of a rifle from the forest 
be his warning of their arrival? 
They would be sure he had been 
flying above them to spot their 
stills. Airplanes had sent the 
people of the mountains into a 
panic. No longer were they safe 
hidden from— 

“Stand whar ye are!” 

Russ, facing his motor, froze in- 
to immobility, his eyes staring 
straight ahead. 

Then his face paled slightly as 
a miracle took place. As though 
appearing from a magician’s hat, 
five men whisked into sight within 
his range of vision. Each of them 
had a rifle, held alertly. There 
were others behind him, of course. 
Tall, slouching, half of them with 
scraggly beards stained with to- 
bacco juice, they came forward 
leisurely. They were all dressed 
in faded overalls and “hickory” 
shirts, with battered soft hats on 
their heads. 


HAT SILENT advance was a 

long ordeal for Russ. There 
was nothing but suspicion in those 
glittering. eyes, and there was no 
trace of friendliness in those lean, 
dirty, somewhat melancholy coun- 
tenances. 

“Put yore hands in the air— 
slow!” came that rasping voice 
from behind him, and as Russ 
obeyed he dared to turn slowly 
and confront the leader of his 
enemies. 

For a long moment their eyes 
held—the clear, flashing blue ones 
of the flyer and the muddy, tur- 
bulent brown ones of the old 
mountaineer. 

There was something about the 
old man that made Russ shiver 
in repulsion. He was very tall 
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“Up with your hands, Bud Harwell!” he shouted, and with rifle ready plunged forward. 


and gaunt, and his split boots showed bare skin through 
the chinks. His overalls and shirt were very dirty, and 
his long gray-white beard was stained and tangled. His 
face was aquiline and long above a very thin neck. He 
looked like an unclean old buzzard, and there was fero- 
city and utter ruthlessness in his shifty gaze. 

“Gov’mint,” he said harshly as the men closed in. 

Half of them were such as to make any man quail, 
and Russ tried to look mostly at the sprinkling of 
younger men, who did not seem so fierce and suspi- 
cious. Rifles, slung under the arms of the dozen or so 
mountaineers, were all pointed in his general direction. 

“Whut air ye doin’ hyar?” rasped the old man. 

“Didn’t you hear the motor—how it sputtered?” Russ 
countered easily. “I’m not here to harm any of you, 
and I'll be tickled to death to get out of here as soon as 
things are all right. I was looking over my motor when 
you came—” 

“Revenooer, eh?” fiercely spat a very thin man, 

“No—I'm in the army—” 

“Huh,” someone grunted contemptuously. 

“C’mere, Lafe,” the old man said suddenly, and led 
the thin man to one side. As they talked, side glances 
were thrown at the stalwart young flyer—and those 
glances were not pleasant. 

Without thinking, Russ lowered his hands. 

“Hey thar! Put ’em up!” bellowed the old chieftain 
with such concentrated ferocity that Russ was astound- 
ed. As the leader threw a swift word or two to Lafe, 
his bony finger was caressing the trigger of his rifle 
suggestively. 

The rest of the clan were casting side glances at the 
two men who were deep in conversation. Some of them 
grinned wolfishly—others, the younger men, seemed to 
half pity Farrell. Russ, every nerve tingling as he felt 
the menace that hung like a tangible thing over the 
little valley, was certain now that he must fight for his 
very life. That old fellow was a bloodthirsty old out- 
law— 

“Listen, you!” he shouted suddenly. He took a step 
forward, and lowered his arms. “Who are you to tell 
me what I shall do, huh? Why, you old buzzard, I’d 
like to see you harm a hair of my head! First off, I’m 
unarmed. Look, you with the cap on.” 

The man nearest him was the one indicated, and Russ, 
half expecting a shot at any second, opened his leather 
coat, held it up, and turned around slowly. Then he 
walked through the seemingly stunned group, who closed 


in after him, until he faced their leader. One sinewy 
hand was outthrust until the finger was almost stabbing 
into that fierce old countenance. 

“Now you listen to me! I know what you mountain- 
eers think—that everybody’s after your stills. Well, I’m 
not. It’s none of my business how many you’ve got. 
But I’m an officer in the United States Army, under- 
stand, and I don’t want to stand around here with my 
hands in the air! 

“Now you cut out all this Diamond Dick stuff! I’ve 
got to stay here overnight, and when I get. fixed up. I'll 
leave and not before. I'll pay for my food—” 

“That’s enough!” shouted the dirty patriarch, his voice 
shaking with ungovernable wrath. “Hold yore tongue 
thar, or by—” 

“Tl hold my tongue nothing, and you'll do nothing, 
the whole kit and boodle of you!” shouted Russ, bluff- 
ing his way through to save himself he knew not what. 
“The United States Army- knows where I am. Hear 
that? You don’t know what radio ;7is—it’s something 
like a telephone—but when I came’ down I let them 
know where I was, see?‘ And if you harm one hair of 
my head, any of you, you'll have a flock of airplanes 
down here that’ll blow your whole darn outfit to king- 
dom come. Get that? : 

“Come here and look at the radio—and ‘then quit pull- 


.ing this gunplay and making darn fools out of your- 
. selves!” 


ITERALLY. afire, he held them silent .with his rush 

-4 of speech. Striding to the side of the front cockpit, 
he beckoned the two nearest men to:him. They came 
as though in.a.daze at-his temerity in defying their 
leader. .Russ pointed out the radio set, and explained 
the parachute in answer to a shy question. Out of the 
corner of his eye he saw the elder men talking nervously. 

“Gosh; I think it was best to lay down the law—may- 
be it’ll scare ’em,” he was thinking. “Wonder whether 
one of these younger fellows is Bud Harwell. I'd like 
to figure how in the world I’m going to—” 

“C’mere, stranger!”*the old man bellowed suddenly. 
“C’mon with me.” Russ, glad to obey, followed him as, 
without delay, the oldest Sibley stalked ahead across 
the clearing. Three of the older men fell in directly be- 
hind. The rest of the lanky crew straggled after. 

Russ ‘strode along silently. There was mounting strain 
in that speechless march through the depths of the 
woods, already dark with twilight shadows. 


In a few moments he was walking down the dirt road 
that twined its way between the dozen cabins that com- 
posed the sordid little village of Sibley. Women peeped 
at him from behind grimy curtains. Incredibly dirty 
children ran behind run-down sheds and peered out 
around corners. 

The entire cavalcade, with the exception of Russ, the 
old man, and the three others directly behind, dropped 
off in the village. In two minutes the five were climb- 
ing up a path that led to a cabin on top of a cleared 
slope. Halfway up, the patriarch stopped. 

“Go git yore suppers,” he commanded harshly. “Tl 
take keer of him until then.” 

Without a word the three mountaineers started back, 
and Russ, ahead of that ever ready rifle, resumed his 
way to the cabin. As he got closer to it he saw a slat- 
ternly woman peering from the paneless window of the 
shack. Then his speculations as to what was going to be 
done with him were driven from his mind as he saw a 
young girl, dressed in faded red calico, splitting wood at 
the side of the shack. 

As they came closer she stopped and looked at him 
like a startled deer, ready to flee at the slightest mo- 
tion. She looked to be fourteen or fifteen, and she was 
as slim and straight as a young tree. She was bare- 
footed, and brown as a berry. Shy, startled eyes peered 
forth from a tangle of unkempt hair that fell unheeded 
over her eyes. 

Without so much as a glance in Russ’s direction, the 
old man strode toward the girl. 

“Why air ye choppin’ now?” he demanded in rasping 
tones, and the girl’s eyes flashed. “Didn’t I tell ye t’ 
do it early?” 

“T jest finished milkin’, that’s why!” she shot back, and 
somehow Russ had the feeling that she hated Sibley. 

“Ye good-fur-nothin’, no-account—I'll larn ye out o’ 
yore laziness!” 

As he’ stepped forward the girl shrank back, but that 
indomitable flash of hate was still in her eyes. Russ 
found himself fairly seething. This bullying of a scared, 
plucky youngster! Why, the mere idea of making a 
little girl swing that heavy axe was enough to make a 
man’s blood boil— 


IHE OLD mountaineer, a cruel glitter in his eyes, 
caught the girl by the wrist. She hung back, and 
with a mighty twist of her arm he had her on her knees, 
and was dragging her along the ground, crying and 
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kicking furiously, toward the side of the cabin. 

As Russ caught sight of the heavy leather strap that 
hung there, he could contain himself no longer. He 
bounded forward, and as the old man dropped his rifle 
to reach for the strap, Russ grasped his wrist and spun 
him around savagely. 

“You won't whip that little girl!” he exploded, and 
as the old man, maniacal wrath in his face, stooped for 
the rifle Russ twisted it out of his hands and threw it 
away. The old man’s booted foot lashed out, and Russ 
leaped backward. The girl was standing close to them, 
panting, her wild eyes fixed on them in a kind of fas- 
cination. 

Russ leaped in again, and in a short tussel had im- 
prisoned the strong old man’s wrists. His blue eyes 
bored into the mountaineer’s as he said swiftly: 

“Now understand me. You don’t dare to do a thing 
to me, see? And as long as I’m around, don’t you lay a 
hand on that girl!” 4 

He released the bony wrists and stood there, 
grim, a little breathless. What he saw in the old 


more money than he had ever had in his life. 

“Sh-h-h!” she cautioned him, her mountain eyes fixed 
on something Russ could not see. 
honest I will!” 

And she had flitted into the house. She had seen her 
grandfather coming. When Russ, at Sibley’s rasping 
order, went in he found her in the bed with her sleep- 
ing foster grandmother, both fully clothed. Sibley’s eyes 
rested balefully on Russ as he got a straw pallet and 
slung it on the floor. 

“We'll sleep hyar,” he said. “And don’t try to git 
out, no matter who ye air! Gov’mint, huh? We won’t 
harm ye—unless ye make us.” 

There was something cruelly ominous in those last 
words. And as Russ stretched himself out beside the 
old man it seemed to him that the cabin was a foul 
prison, and that the night was packed with ruthless 
enemies. Every crackle from the forest seemed full of 
meaning as the realization smote him with ever-increas- 


“T'll do it, mister— 


THE AMERICAN Boy 


a big shawl, drew it over his head, shaded his face, and 
he was ready. His boots were around his waist, held by 
the string of the skirt. 

Sibley’s rifle was pressed close to his back, also held 
by the tight skirt-string. 

Russ looked down at the thin, pale, starry-eyed face of 
the girl. His own countenance was grim and drawn. Had 
it not been for the girl, he would have been tautly 
happy. Because of what she was daring, he was barely 
able to control his foreboding of disaster. 

“Lize, you're a wonder,” he whispered. 
and keep your nerve, eh?” 

He caught up an empty pail, as Lize had done, and 
then, side by side, they walked out into the wan gray 
dawn. Mist was rising from the valley, and the forms 
of the guards were blurred. Russ knew that the slight- 
est slip-up would mean his life in payment—and untold 
misery for the slim girl beside him. He was trembling un- 
controllably as they walked slowly toward the creek. 

They had to pass within fifty feet of one of 
the guards. Lize’s voice jerked as she called 


“Let’s go— 


man’s face made him shrink, though he did not 
show it. But it was almost terrifying to watch 
the old man’s hot fury turn into something coldly 
cruel and calculating. 

Russ realized that the old man would never 
forgive him, and that if he dared he would kill 
him. Should anyone think of the scheme of kill- 
ing him and then burning his body in his ship to 
make it appear an accident, he would be doomed. 

That meant that his work must be done quickly 
—if he were to get it done at all. And it must 
be done! 

For a moment their eyes held, and then the old 
man turned away. 

“Finish that wood, Lize!” he said slowly. 

He watched her while she did it, and then 
carried it into the house, Russ following. He 
knew he was a prisoner. As the tall, angular, 
bedraggled woman, who was Sibley’s wife, served 
the supper of fried pork, potatoes, and corn bread, 
it seemed as if the girl could not take her eyes 
from the uniformed flyer. The meal seemed end- 
less, and during its silent course a wild plan was 
born in Farrell’s mind—a plan born of despera- 
tion, and pity. 

He talked to the girl, without getting any 
response save in her widened eyes and air of 
speechless interest. He told her of airplanes, and 
of the outside world, and even Mrs. Sibley 
seemed interested. The old man, eating with his 
eyes on his plate, did not interrupt. Both women 
were terrified by him, Russ could see. And he 
himself was far from comfortable when the old 
man glared momentarily at him. 

The darkness brought with it an increasing 
sense of menace. The dark woods seemed whis- 
pering with a thousand enemies. It was a relief 
when four men appeared, said “Howdy” to Mrs. 
Sibley, and posted themselves around the edge of 
the woods, a hundred feet from the house. Sibley 
went to the door, and his eyes glittered at the 
flyer as he said: 

“Don’t try to git away, stranger.” 

He went out, evidently to the village to talk 
over the disposal of the hated outsider who had 
come in upon them. Mrs. Sibley and Lize washed 
the dishes, and twice during the process Lize was 
the recipient of heavy-handed blows. 

“Let’s sit outside, Lize,” Russ said when the 
dishes had been finished, and Mrs. Sibley, worn 
out by work and temper, had lain down on the 
single bed. It was a relief to be out of the foul- 
smelling, dirt-floored cabin. They sat down on the 
bench by the door, and bit by bit he got her con- 
fidence. He learned that her mother had once been to 
Youngsville, fifty miles away, in her youth, and had 
brought back with her a treasured magazine that, 
through its pictures, had given Lize a tragic yearning to 
see the world of which she knew nothing. She was like 
a baby, touching Russ’s leather coat and the gold bars of 
his rank with hesitant, wondering hands. Finally he had 
the courage to ask her bluntly: 

“Would you hate to leave your grandfather, Lize? 
He—" 

“T hate him—I hate them all!” she flashed. 

“Would you go with me, if I could get you into a 
nice home that I know of, with kind people, and—” 

She seemed startled, ready to run. Then she nodded 
vigorously. 

“Would you do something for me?” 

Again she hesitated. Again that vigorous nod. 

“Don’t tell your grandfather I asked you, but—you 
know Bud Harwell, don’t you?” 

Her thin brown face lit up, and she again nodded. 

“Bud and me’s gone berryin’ and fishin’ many a time. 
He’s kin to me. He went back up the mountain to the 
old Zeysler place, I reckon—I seen him go by about 
when you come—” 


USS, afire once more, forgot the meaning of those 
motionless, lounging guards, plainly discernible in 

the moonlight, as he coaxed and reassured the girl while 
his racing mind worked out his scheme. Over and over 
again he explained to the worshipful but wary child that 
he meant no harm to Bud; that Bud would return with 


Impossible Things 
Happen in War 


Mysterious, incredible things! Take 
that time Captain Douglas Renfrew 
took on the job of ferrying an 
Allied spy across the lines. That 
glint of steel in the copse; that 
brooding face in the dugout; and 
that sudden cough. Little things, 
but they lead to the flaming climax 
in next month’s war-flying story 
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to the mountaineer: 

“‘Grandpappy Says you can go any time you 
want to. He'll take keer of the stranger fur a 
while—he’s awake.” 

Russ, his bare feet hurting him cruelly, walked 
on steadily, as though he were Mrs. Sibley after 
water. The guard, without comment, was walk- 
ing toward one of his comrades, He had no sus- 
picion of what was up—but suppose one of them 
went to the cabin? 

In a moment Russ and Lize had gained the 
shelter of the forest. A hundred feet of painful 
romen through the undergrowth, and Russ whis- 
pered; 

“Great, Lize, great! Now we've got to rush!” 

He tore off the woman’s clothing, got socks and 
boots on, and with the rifle in his hands he fol- 
lowed Lize, who ran like a deer through the 
wood. She had given her trust utterly and with- 
out stint to the flyer, and with full heart Russ 
was deciding anew that her future life should hold 
for her a chance of happiness. He knew where 
she could find a home—Major Thomas and his 
wile— 

But he must not think of that now. Every 
second was valuable. Before all else must come 
the government’s need of Bud Harwell’s help. 

“Here we are!” whispered Lize, halting. “Til 
walk right out, like you said, and you git right 
close to the aidge of the clearin’.” 

Head up, tangled hair thrown back, she ran 
forward, out into the tiny clearing surrounding a 
rotting old cabin. Russ snaked forward through 
the bushes on his stomach, rifle ready. Bud Har- 
well, who had received messages and pleas from 
the government through various agencies, had 
evidently warily fled into hiding at the approach 
of Russ’s plane the day before. 

“Oh, Bud! Buddy!” Lize was calling as she 
approached the cabin. 


HE door opened. “Why, Lize, whut ye doin’ 
hyar so early?” 

Farrell’s eyes were fastened on the magnificent 
young animal who appeared in the doorway. Over 
six feet tall, wide-shouldered and slim-legged, with 
smiling tanned face, Bud Harwell in his ragged 
clothing was the picture of what a real man 
should be, physically. And his grin was wide and 
gentle. Farrell’s heart smote him at the duty that 
lay ahead—not because he was ashamed of it, 
but because of the mental torture in store for his 


ing force that he was alone and unarmed, encircled by 
men who hated what he stood for and closely guarded 
by a vindictive jailer who hated him for what he was. 

Sibley was soon snoring, but Russ remained wide 
awake. The night seemed: endless. He could never re- 
spect himself again if he funked the task the govern- 
ment had given him—but why, why wouldn’t three 
o’clock come? 

It did, an eternity later. Russ silently got his belt off. 
He raised himself cautiously, and in the moonlight 
streaming through the windowless opening above him he 
could see the old man’s cruel, open-mouthed face. 

In a split second Russ’ hand was over that mouth, his 
big body holding the struggling mountaineer’s spare 
frame motionless. With one handkerchief he gagged 
him, and with another he happened to have, he tied the 
gag in. Then he rolled the mountaineer over and tied 
his hands securely behind his back. 

Mrs. Sibley was still breathing regularly, but he gasped 
with relief as he felt a hand touch his and heard Lize’s 
voice whisper: 

“T’m ready, mister.” 

“Get something to tie his legs with,” he whispered, and 
she thrust some rope into his hand. In a moment the 
old man was helpless, bound hand and foot. Only his 
terrible, bloodshot eyes moved. 

It was an easy matter to bind the frightened Mrs. 
Sibley to her bed, and gag her. Russ did it as gently as 
possible. Then just as dawn was breaking, Russ stripped 
off boots and stockings, rolled up his breeches, and tied 
around him a trailing, dirty red skirt. He snatched up 


ignorant prey. 
Harwell walked out to meet the girl, and at 
that moment Russ sprang into the open. 

“Up with your hands, Bud Harwell!” he shouted, and 
with rifle ready plunged forward. 

For a moment Harwell seemed petrified. Then, as his 
hands went into the air, his face contorted with savage 
fury and he blazed forth at the girl, as a traitress to her 
people and a shame to her sex. 

“Buddy, Buddy, it’s all right!” she pleaded, but he 
was a wild animal, trapped and utterly desperate—crazed 
fae fear of the unknown government that was hounding 

im. 

Lize, crying hysterically, tied his hands while Russ 
held the rifle and pleaded with the despairing young 
mountaineer. 

“Bud! You'll be paid a thousand dollars, I tell you, 
and no harm will come to you!” he kept repeating, and 
finally Harwell, spent and exhausted, relapsed into 
silence.. There was froth on his lips, and something in 
his eyes that made the impulsive, warm-hearted flyer 
think of a cornered wild cat. 

Despite his pity, he had to be savage as he snapped: 

“Now we go and go fast—trot, Harwell, and don’t stop 
or, so help me, I'll have to shoot!” 

Never had he felt so much like a tyrant and a bully 
as then, but he simply had totake advantage of every 
second. The first place the mountaineers would head for, 
when the Sibleys were discovered, was the field where 
the ship stood. 

Ten minutes later, with Harwell stumbling through 
the brush between the sobbing girl and Russ, they 
were close to the ship, stealing (Continued on page 30) 
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morning feeling gloomy and depressed. He had 

gone to sleep thinking of the many unpleasant 

features of the voyage, and he awoke with his 
thoughts in the same channel. First, the food had been 
poor from the beginning and each day was getting 
poorer; second, the mates and the bosun were becoming 
surlier and more unreasonable, and the work harder; and 
the weather for days had been nasty and the fo’c’sle was 
damp and the bedding soggy and smelly from lack of 
fresh air and sunshine. All these things weighed upon 
Danny’s spirits; he was terribly blue as he felt about for 
his clothes in the pre-sunrise gloom of the stuffy little 
fo’e’sle. 

“Oh, gosh!” he moaned. “Another week yet!” The 
ship was homeward bound from Bombay to San Fran- 
cisco, and many long and weary sea miles lay ahead. 

From the bunk beneath Danny’s, rolled big, easy-go- 
ing Bill Thomas, A. B. seaman, whistling merrily. Noth- 
ing, not even poor food, overwork and dark, gloomy 
weather, ever affected Bill's spirits, it seemed. He was 
a good-natured, shiftless fellow who, though a good 
worker at whatever job happened to be his at the time, 
was entirely lacking in ambition and wanted to be noth- 
ing but what he was—a fo’e’sle hand roaming from ship 
to ship and from port to port. Ambitious he may have 
been once, but those days, it seemed, were past. Which 
apparently didn’t worry Bill. 

“Cheer up, Danny!” roared he. “What's eatin’ yuh?” 

Danny scowled and said nothing. He stared half-see- 
ingly and gloomily at Bill’s dog, which had crawled from 
under the big fellow’s bunk, and was watching its mas- 
ter to see what the next move would be. 


Dee: BYRD, the ship’s mess boy, awoke that 


IHE dog’s name was Mutt. An appropriate name, 
for Mutt, though plainly three-quarters real bulldog, 
was one-quarter mystery. He was a dirty white; was 
built broad and thick and squat, like an army tank, with 
short, straight legs so heavily muscled as to seem bowed, 
an undershot jaw, lean hind quarters and a chest like a 
barrel; his face was such as to cause women and children 
to cry out in fright, and to send a shiver down the spine 


of the stoutest man. Mutt, however, despite his villain- 
ous appearance, was as good-natured and generally harm- 
less as big Bill, his shiftless owner. As a matter of fact, 
the two were as alike in every way as a man and a dog 
can_be. 

“Mutt,” roared Bill, “get off my shoes, or I'll give yuh 
a bust in the snoot!” 

But Mutt didn’t move; he was not so young as he had 
been once, and he liked to take things easy. He merely 
yawned in Bill’s face, as much as to say, “I know you, 
old-timer; you wouldn’t hurt a fly,” and Bill had to lift 
him bodily to get his shoes. Then Bill squinted across 
at the gloomy Danny. 

“Yuh sure look down in the mouth, 
wrong?” 

“Aw—” grumbled the mess boy. “I’m sick 0’ this life 
—sick o’ everything!” 

“The world’s what yuh make it, Danny. 
anything yuh want.” 

“Yeah,” scoffed Danny. Could be anything he wanted, 
could he? Rats! What chance did he have to be any- 
thing but what he was? He’d been born and brought up 
in a slum, and ill treatment had driven him to run away. 
He’d had very little schooling. 

And big Bill—what right did he have to talk? Danny 
almost laughed. Imagine Bill, who’d been twenty years 
at sea and was only a fo’e’sle rat, talking about a man 
beihg anything he wanted to be! That was good! 

“Yuh can be anything yuh want,” repeated Bill. 
“Everything’s some use to the world. Even Mutt there 
is of some use—ain’t yuh, yuh old bum?” And he 
slapped Mutt resoundingly on one thick shoulder, The 
dog, serious minded now in his old age, shifted position 
as if annoyed by such boisterousness; then he settled 
down again with his heavy ¢hin on his paws. 

“Why don’t you be what you want to be?” snorted 
Danny. 

“Maybe I am, sonny.” The big seaman’s eyes were 
serious for a moment; then he laughed. He caught up 
his sou’wester, hung it on his head at a rakish angle, and 
slouched out. And Mutt, like a faithful shadow, slouched 
after him. Danny made his way to the galley and set 


son. What’s 


Yuh can be 
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ult 


about lighting 
the fires, the first 
of his many be- 
fore - breakfast 


chores. 

“T DON'T like He was broad and thick and 
it,” muttered squat, like an army tank. 

Captain Chase. 


By -“it” he meant 

a number of things—the poor food with which the ship 
was supplied, the ship’s being short-handed, the weather, 
and part of the cargo, said part being one large and 
healthy Bengal tiger, taken aboard in Bombay and as- 
signed to an American circus whose agent would receive 
it in Frisco. The tiger was poorly cased, the captain 
reiterated for the hundredth time. “And with this 
weather—” 

He cast his weatherwise eye at the sky and gauged 
the wind with his cheek. “If it comes on to blow, and 
that case should part its lashings—” 

He stared moodily into the forward waist, where the 
tiger cage was lashed against the starboard bulwark. He 
had ordered that extra lines be put on the big cage, and 
several of the crew were there working busily—and 
warily, to keep clear of the lightning-quick claws that 
now and again flashed out at them. He was not content 
with his present lot, that tiger; in fact, he was furiously 
angry, and he made it clear to all who approached. 

The tiger’s angry scream rose in a crescendo of blood- 
curdling sound, and Captain Chase glanced quickly to- 
ward the .45 caliber revolver he had kept on the chart 
room table since leaving Bombay. Not much of a 
weapon, he told himself, to fight a full-grown tiger with, 
but it was all he had. Perhaps he would not need it. He 
fervently hoped he wouldn’t. 

Big Bill Thomas was one of the men securing the tiger 
cage, and Danny was watching the splendid animal with 
fascinated eyes as it paced ceaselessly to and fro, with 
soundless feet and swaying head, its hot red eyes never 
leaving the men who worked just beyond the bars. 
Near-by on deck lay old Mutt, taking things easy with 
his head on his paws— 
and his eyes on the tiger. 

“Yuh ain’t afraid of 


The bulldog’s powerful jaws found a grip and clamped |: 


inn inis 


ike a steel vise upon that tawny throat. 


this feller, are yuh, 
Mutt?” said Bill. 

The battle-scared old 
veteran of many dog 
fights closed one eye and 
sniffed scornfully. Who 
ever heard of a bulldog’s 
being afraid of anything? 
Generations back, Mutt’s 
breed had forgotten fear, 
and none since had ever 
remembered it. His ex- 
pression said as plain as 
words, “Afraid? I? 
Afraid of an_ overgrown 
cat? Ha-ha! You’re jok- 


ing, Bill!” Mutt wasn’t 
afraid of that cat. The 
bulldog isn’t the best 


fighter in the world, but 
he thinks he is; there 
are dogs that can lick 
him, but he doesn’t know 
it; Mutt had fought and 
whipped bigger and bet- 
ter dogs than himself, by 
sheer grit and courage, 
and so it wasn’t possible 
to imagine him afraid of 
a mere cat. Nevertheless, 
Mutt was a peaceful old 
fellow and never looked 
for trouble; so he was 
content to stay beyond 
reach of those flashing 
claws and watch and 
sniff. 

The seamen finished 
lashing the cage and the 
black -whiskered bucko 
bosun bellowed for them 
to go aft, where another 
job awaited them. They 
moved off, Bill with 
them, and young Danny, 
still down in the mouth, 
(Continued on page 48) 
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Crusoe Treasure 


Treasure Hunt is, don’t 

worry; you're going to 

know what one is before I 
get through. There’s a lady in 
Riverbank whose name is Miss 
Fenter, only, she’s about forty 
years old, and she is always do- 
ing good deeds and things like 
that; so she got up the Treasure 
Hunt and put an article in the 
Riverbank newspaper saying it 
would be on Thanksgiving Day. 
The treasure was going to be 
twenty-five dollars, and anybody 
that found it could have it. As 
soon as I saw the advertisement 
I had a hunch. 

“George,” I said to myself, “if 
you want to get some of that 
twenty-five dollars, you get over 
to Jibby Jones’ house right 
away, and get old Jibby Jones 
to be your partner in the hunt. 
Do it now.” 

So I did, because if Jibby 
Jones isn’t the knowingest fel- 
low in town I don’t know who 
is. He’s a wise owl, He knows 
a lot that none of the rest of us 
know, and in a Treasure Hunt 
you have to know a lot, because 
the clues they give you are like 
riddles mostly. If something is 
hidden under a chestnut tree on 
top of a hill they don’t say, 
“Look under a chestnut tree on 
top of a hill,” but they write a 
verse about it, like: 


L you don’t know what a 


“Look where the village 
smithy stood 

Atop what Jill fell down, 

And keep in mind whence 
wise men came 


With gifts to Beth’lem town.” 


A lot of folks could study over that for a long time 
and not make anything out of it, but wise old Jibby 
could guess that one in a minute. He would pull at 
his long nose and then he would say: 

“George, that’s easy. Where did the village smithy 
stand? ‘Under the spreading chestnut tree the village 
smithy stands,’ Longfellow. And what did Jill fall down, 
George? ‘Jack and Jill went up a hill,’ Mother Goose. 
And where did the wise men come from, George? They 
came from the east, with gifts, on the first Christmas. It 
means just one thing, George; it means that the next 
clue is under that chestnut tree on top of East Hill.” 


ND he would be right. The clue would be there. So 
I did not wait to find my cap; I scooted over to 
Jibby’s bareheaded, and I found Jibby in the house, 
reading the very copy of the Riverbank newspaper the 
Treasure Hunt advertisement was in. He looked up at 
me, blinking through those shell-rimmed spectacles he 
wears, and he tore out a part of the newspaper and 
shoved it in his pocket. 

“Hello, George,” he said. “What’s all the excitement?” 

“You know,” I said. “You just tore it out of the news- 
paper.” 

“Books?” he asked, quite surprised. 

“Books!” I said. “No, sir! No dumb thing like books. 
Weren't you reading about Miss Fenter’s Treasure 
Hunt?” 

“No, I wasn’t, George,” Jibby drawled. “I hadn’t 
heard that Miss Fenter was going to have a Treasure 
Hunt. I was reading about dumb things like books,” 

“Well, never mind them now,” I said. “Hang books! 
This is something worth while.” 

Old Jibby looked at me in a sorrowful sort of way, 
almost as if I had hurt his feelings. 

“I don’t like to hear you say that, George,” he said. 
“Books are worth while—some books are. I will bet 
you a quart of soup, George, that you came over to get 
me to partner up with you in this Treasure Hunt, and 
that was because you thought I could help because I 
know a lot of things some folks don’t bother to know, 
didn’t you? And how do I know them, George?” 

“Well,” I said, grinning, “because you read so many 
books, I guess.” 

“Certainly, George,” Jibby said, as solemn as an owl. 
“And, even if you don’t care what is inside of books, 
some books are worth while. Why, George, this artiele 
in the newspaper,” and he pulled it from his pocket, 
“tells about one book a man paid seventy-five thousand 
dollars for, and about another book another man paid 
thirty thousand dollars for, and other rare books men 
paid ten thousand dollars for, and five thousand dollars 


I found Jibby in the house, reading the very copy of the newspaper the advertisement was in. 


for, Some book collectors pay awful prices for old books 
—first editions and rare copies. Why, George, in 1923—” 

“All right!” I laughed. “Have it your own way, Jib- 
lets, but how about you and me teaming up for this 
Treasure Hunt? I can borrow Uncle Oliver’s automobile.” 

So I told Jibby about the Treasure Hunt. It was all 
square and whoever found the twenty-five dollars could 
have it, and there was only one catch to it—whoever 
entered the hunt had to pay a dollar. That was because 
Miss Fenter was getting up the hunt to help an old lady 
named Dale who was old and poor, and if somebody 
didn’t do something she was going to be put out of the 


-little house she lived in and sent to the poor farm. All 


the money that was paid for entering the hunt, after 
the twenty-five dollar treasure was taken out of it, was 
to go to the old lady, and it would be a, Thanksgiving 
present. This was Miss Fenter’s way of doing a kind act. 

“Yes,” Jibby said, when I had told him all this, “I'll 
go partners and team up with you, George. I don’t mind 
giving the old lady a dollar even if we don’t find the 
treasure. You know who she is, George?” 

“Sure!” I said. “She’s that old lady that gave us a 
glass of milk that day we were on the hike; the old lady 
in that shack on Hettmeyer’s Hill.” 

“And she gave us each a cookie, George,” Jibby said. 
“She was a sweet old lady. 

“She sure was,” I said, “but let’s talk about the 
Treasure Hunt. The main thing is to remember that it 
starts from the Country Club at three o’clock Thanks- 
giving Day, and we've got to be there so we can start 
as soon as anybody. I bet we get the treasure. We'll 
split it half and half.” 

“If we get it,” said Jibby. 

Well, it looked as if we would have plenty of compe- 
tition. From the way folks talked you would: have 
thought that everybody in town was going to have a try 
for that treasure. Grown folks and kids, too. Mostly we 
have good skating on the river on Thanksgiving, and 
that is how most folks in Riverbank put in their time 
after their turkey dinners, either skating or going down 
to watch the others skate, but this year there was no 
ice to. amount to anything, and the Treasure Hunt came 
in just right. It was something to do. 


LL our fellows were going in. Tad Willing and 
Wampus Smale and Skippy Root all came, one at 

a time, to ask old Jibby to team up with them, and 
when they found I had grabbed him first they teamed up 
together, the three of them, and Wampus Smale said he 
was satisfied. 

“You thought you were smart,” he said to me, “grab-' 
bing Jibby Jones, but you'll be sorry, I bet you!” 

“You tried to get him yourself,” I said. 

“Yes,” Wampus said, “I did, first off, I rushed for 
him before I stopped to think, but I’m mighty glad now 
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that I didn’t get him. You'll be 
lucky if you get started by the 
time Skippy and Tad and I have 
found the treasure. Jibby is as 
slow as cold molasses, and you 
know it. When he gets the slip 
of paper with the first clue writ- 
ten on it, he’ll sit down and pol- 
ish his spectacles, and study the 
clue an hour or so, and—as like 
as not—there’ll be a word he 
ain’t sure of, and he'll have to 
drive home to his house to look 
it up in the dictionary or the en- 
cyclopedia; and by the time he 
thinks he understands that word, 
we other fellows will have the 
treasure in our pockets.” 

Well, I had to laugh, that was 
such a good description of just 
anes what Jibby was liable to 
do. 

“What car are you going to 
use?” Wampus asked next, and 
I told him. 

“Uncle Oliver is going to lend 
me his car,” I said, and Wampus 
laughed. He had some excuse 
for laughing. Uncle Oliver's car 
was about ten years old. It had 
been a cheap car in the begin- 
ning, and it had lost all the pep 
it had ever had. It was an old 
two-lunger—two cylinders—and 
sometimes both cylinders worked 
and sometimes only one. Uncle 
Oliver spent about ten hours 
tinkering on the car for every 
half hour he drove it, and even 
then it mostly went along “chug- 
chug-chug” on one cylinder. 
Even a college boy would have 
thought twice before giving five 
dollars for it. 

“So that’s what you’ve got to tear up the roads with, 
is it?” Wampus asked. “All we’ve got is Tad’s father’s 
new eight- cylinder ninety-miles-an-hour speedster. But 
don’t ery—we’ll let you sniff our dust as we go by.” 

But, as it turned out, there wasn’t any dust. Thanks- 
giving Day is always Thursday, and Monday evening it 
began to rain, and it rained all day Tuesday and all day 
Wednesday, and Thursday morning it began to rain and 
sleet both, with a wind from the north. By noon it was 
the nastiest day Riverbank had had in ten years. Even 
a turtle with galoshes and a raincoat wouldn’t have gone 
out that day unless it had to run for a doctor. Even 
then, unless it was one of its own family that was dying, 
it would not have gone out into that weather. Only 
twenty-eight of us showed up at the Country Club to 
start in the hunt, and Miss Fenter looked mighty blue 
and sick about it. Even if she paid for the advertise- 
ment of the Treasure Hunt herself, there would be only 
three dollars for the old lady after the money for the 
treasure was taken out of the receipts. But she tried to 
chirk up and be cheerful, and the twenty-eight of us saw 
we would have better chances of finding the treasure 
than if a thousand or so had come. 

“Now, please pay attention,” Miss Fenter said when 
it got along toward three o’clock. “In this hunt there 
are ten points or stations, and the tenth is where the 
treasure is hidden. At three o’clock I will hand each of 
you a slip of paper on which is written the first clue, 
and if you can understand it, it will tell you where the 
second clue is hidden. When you get that clue it will 
tell you where the third clue is to be found. That clue, 
if you understand it, will tell you where to go to find 
the next clue. And so on. I will now hand you all the 
first clue, folded, and when I say ‘Go!’ you may open 
the slips of paper and begin the hunt.” 

“Go!” she said, at exactly three o’clock. 


E all opened our papers, and this is what was type- 
written on them: 


“Ward of the Seasons’ number; 
Dwelling of learning’s light; 
Room of a quartered unit: 
Read it in black and white.” 


I was staring at mine, trying to make it out, but Jibby 
only glanced at his and touched my arm. , 

“Come on!” he said. “We mustn’t waste time; our 
car is slower than the others and we'd better be going.” 

“Do you know where to go to?” I asked him when 
we had piled into our car and were under way. “Could 
you make sense out of that, Jib?” 

“That was an easy one, George,” he said. “I don’t 
see how anyone could have any trouble with that one. 
You would almost know that when someone wrote ‘read 
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it must mean a blackboard, 
wouldn’t you, George? And a ‘dwelling of learning’s 
light’? would be a schoolhouse. So the only question 
would be to which schoolhouse, and there are four sea- 
sons, so the ‘ward of the seasons’ number’ had to mean 
that it was the Fourth Ward schoolhouse. And a quar- 
tered unit is a fourth, so it is the blackboard in the 
Fourth Grade room we'll find the next clue written on, 
in chalk.” 

But Wampus and Skippy and Tad had guessed that 
clue too, and before we were halfway to the Fourth 
Ward schoolhouse they went scooting past us in the 
eight-cylinder speedster, yelling at us and waving their 
hands; and when we reached the schoolhouse they had 
been there and were gone, and Wampus had written on 
the blackboard with chalk, “O you turtles! W. 8.” And 
Tad had added “Wake up! T. W.” Jibby only grinned 
and read what was written on the blackboard: 


it in black and white’ 


“Where saintly path 

Meets country-saver’s road, 
Ask of the post 

Where the next clue is stowed.” 


“Come on, George,” Jibby said, and it was about time 
we were moving. Other treasure hunters were coming in 
to read the blackboard, and with our slow old car we 
couldn’t afford to waste any time. 

“This is another easy one,” Jibby said, as we got 
started. “We have to go to the other side of town. 
The ‘country-saver’ was Lincoln, so the ‘country-saver’s 
road’ is the Lincoln Highway, and the ‘saintly path’ can’t 
mean anything but the St. Louis—St. Paul Highway, and 
the clue to the next place will be on the signpost at the 
corner where those roads cross. This is terrible weather, 
ain’t it?” 

It was, too. A car shot past us with two of the 
treasure hunters in it and it almost skidded off the road 
into the ditch. Sleet and rain! 

We were back toward the middle of the scattered 
hunters, I guess, by the time we reached the signpost 
and read the card tacked to it: 


“Money talks, but not to-day; 

To-day one cannot borrow; 

What has the big stream’s edge to say 
About to-morrow?” 


Under this Wampus had written in pencil, “Get a 
move on, lazy Jibby. W. 8.” But Jibby only grinned as 
he saw it. 

“Come on, George,” he said. “We've got to go back 
to town now. There's only one place where 
money doesn’t talk on a legal holiday and 
that’s a bank, because banks close on_holi- 
days. And this means the Riverbank Bank, 


I guess because it says ‘the big stream’s edge’ and a 
‘big stream’ is a river and its ‘edge’ is a bank, and that 
would be riverbank. There'll be a sign in the window 
saying the bank is closed to-day but will be open to- 
morrow, and the next clue will be pasted on that sign, 
most likely.” 

So back the poor old car chugged to town, and I 
guess all the rest of the treasure hunters passed us on 
the way. 

“We might as well give up now,” I said. “We haven’t 
a chance with this old snail of a ear. Look there!” 


E were just getting into town, and there came 

Wampus and Tad and Skippy in their eight-cylin- 

der speedster, down the very road we were going the 

other way on. They yelled and hooted as they passed us. 

“Let's quit,” I said to Jibby. “We're beat now. What’s 

the use paddling around in this slush and rain? Let’s 
go home.” 

“No, don’t let us do that, George,” Jibby drawled. 
“The race is not always to the swift, George, and the 
tortoise beat the hare once. The next clue must be an 
easy one to gu if Wampus and Tad and Skippy 
guessed it so easily, but some of the others may be 
harder. We'll hope 30, George.” 

So we went chugging into town and the clue at the 
bank was an easy one, just as Jibby had guessed. The 
rhyme was: 


“What glistens on the grass at morn? 
Then find the opposite of out, 

Open the largest book of all 

And know what you're about!” 


“Tf they are all as easy as this,” Jibby said, “we may 
be beaten, George, because even a baby ought to guess 
this one. ‘What. glistens on the grass at morn’ is the 
dewdrop, and the opposite of ‘out’ is ‘in,’ and the biggest 
book in the Dew Drop Inn is the register for guests. Let’s 
be on our way, George.” 

Well, we got out to the Dew Drop Inn and even the 
owner of the inn laughed at us, we were so far behind 
the others. But when we read the clue there—something 
about “where sweet music sits” and “the blind goddess” 
—and Jibby said it was the band stand in the courthouse 
square, we started out again. Every clue found us more 
and more behind the others, and I was getting mighty 
sick of the whole thing, when Uncle Oliver’s old car 
gave a last faint chug and stopped dead. By that time 
we were so far behind that I thought we would never 
eatch up, when who should come along but Dugan, the 
garage man, in a nifty little roadster. When he saw it 

was Jibby, he pulled up besi 

“You boys on this Treas ” he asked. 
“What's the matter, ear gone back on rent Well, 
listen, boys—I'll bet my money on Jibby Jones 
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any day, and here you are right in front of my house 
and I’m through for the day. Leave your old teakettle 
right here and take this car of mine, only,’ and he 
grinned, “don’t do more than ninety miles an hour, be- 
cause it might heat her up.” 

The clue we had just read had told us to go to the 
porch of the Congregational Church, according to the 
way Jibby figured it out, and when we got there, this 
was the clue we found: 


“Where water leads the way to bread, 
To holes in heavy stones give heed— 
But warning take! Slow up! Go slow! 
Great haste means lesser speed!” 


“Come on, Jibby!” I cried. “I know that one! That 
means the old mill out on the Milltown Road. The water 
mill grinds flour, and flour makes bread, and there are | 
two old millstones in front of the mill and the clue will 
be stuck on one of the holes in the millstone. Now, we 
will show some speed ourselves!” 


ROM the Congregational Church out to the old mill 

is some of the best road anywhere around River- 

bank, and now we had a car that could do sixty miles 
an hour and not notice it. But old Jibby held back. 

“No, George,” he said, “if you are going to speed up, 
I might as well quit right now and go home. I don’t 
know why it is put there, but it says to slow up, and go 
slow, and I don’t believe things are put into these clues 
unless they mean something. We'll go slow, George, or 
we won't go at all.” 

I tried to kick, but that was the only way Jibby would 
have it, and I gave in. It was a good twelve miles out 
to the old mill and whenever I got up to twenty-six 
miles an hour, old Jibby said “Slow, George, slow!” and 
I had to slow down. He made me drive that roadster 
along that road at a miserable twenty miles an hour, and 
then what do you think we saw? Lined up alongside of 
the road, about a mile this side of the old mill, were all 
the treasure hunters—every car of them! And out into 
the middle of the road stepped Joe Bates, the constable, 
holding up his hand. 

“All right, boys!” he said. “You can go by, because 
you're within the law's speed limit, but I held these fel- 
lows up—they were doing thirty and forty and fifty 
miles an hour. Let me see now—you're the last car, 
ain’t you? All right, you others!” he shouted. “Let this 
car go by and then you can all go.” 

So we went sailing by the others, and when we passed 
Wampus and Tad and Skippy, I gave them a good hoot, 
you can bet. 

“Come on, you poor snails!” I shouted. 
you the way.” 

We reached the old mill a couple of minutes ahead of 
any of the others. Constable Joe Bates had held some 
of them there almost an hour, and if he had wanted to, 
he could have arrested them and sent them to jail; but 
he was only doing it (Continued on page 36) 


“We'll show 


The old lady sort of gasped and put one hand against the wail to steady herself. 
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Friendly Talks With 
the Editor 


Steaming Ahead 


WEL: here we all are, a long lap ahead on our 
1927-28 cruise! Define a schoolboy: A school- 
boy is a tiny molecule entirely surrounded by knowl- 
edge. He is bounded on the north by mathematics, on 
the south by grammar, on the east by Latin and on 
the west by physics. But what there is inside him no- 
body knows. If he keeps his pores open, maybe some 
{of the surrounding erudition will ooze its way in. - So 
Yo, ho, ho! for the cruise through the Sea of Knowl- 
edge! Good luck on the voyage! We hope when you 
come to Final Examination Reef that you will have the 
chart so firmly fixed in your head that you will. sail 
through without even scraping your keel on a rock. 


Rewards 


FTER all, there is just one reward in this world 
which is worth working for, and that is your own 
approval of yourself. Sounds rather conceited, doesn’t 
it? We have seen men working for fame, and it was 
pleasant to have when they got it. We have seen men 
working for money, and riches were pleasant enough 
when they came. We have seen men working for the 
approval of their neighbors, which is pretty pleasant to 
have. But you cannot guarantee the arrival of any of 
these things, nor their permanence after they have 
come. Our idea is that if a fellow will set out to earn 
his own approval, he is after something solid. And it is 
not easy to get. But if you will so conduct your affairs 
that you can honestly say to yourself, “John, you have 
dug in and done your best; and you have dealt hon- 
estly with all!” then the rest doesn’t count. You will, 
have earned the finest reward that can come to a human 
being. ‘ 


Jealousy 


HEN you're working to earn your own approval 
of yourself, you'll want to take a good look once 
in a while at your traits and tendencies. If you find a 
lot of jealousy in yourself, yank it out. To us, it’s one 
of the meanest traits a fellow can have. We can’t for- 
give a fellow jealousy. We can’t forgive the fellow who 
can’t see another succeed without turning sour inside. 
But the world is full of such jealousy. Think over the 
successful men you know or have read of. You will 
find hardly one of them who is not surrounded by 
stealthy rumors of discreditable acts or intentions. Whis- 
pered scandals spread around him. And they come from 
the lips of the petty jealous. These are the efforts of 
little men to discredit those they envy. There always 
are men who cannot bear to contemplate men who rise 
above them. There is one safe rule in such cases: Be 
slow to believe discreditable things about big men. And 
be still slower about repeating those things, 


Crash the Line! 


GTeA Tey counts in a football game. Doing the un- 
expected nearly always wins you yards. Sometimes, 
though, you’ll bump into a situation where strategy is 
out of the picture. Take that Yale-Princeton game, 
graphically described in this issue’s football article. 
Yale’s ball on the Tiger 35. Fourth down and two to 
go. Should Yale punt? Hardly, with the ball so deep 
in Princeton territory. Why not make that two yards 
and then go after a touchdown? All right—but how to 
make those two yards? Forward pass? Nope—the ma- 


jority of forward passes are incomplete. Trick play? 
Thumbs down again. This is trick play territory, and 
Princeton is a wise team. Besides, there are only two 
yards to make! Fullback right through the line? That’s 
it! The moment Yale lines up, her formation tells 
Princeton what’s coming, and the Tiger braces to meet 
it. No strategy here! It’s force against force, and may 
the strongest team win! The lines clash, and when the 
dust from the onslaught clears away, Yale has made 
her two yar c Fifty thousand rooters paid 
tumultuous tribute to that little, yet significant, 
triumph! Sometimes, you bump into the same kind of 
situation in school, or business, Situation that calls, not 
for cleverness or evasion, but blunt directness. A situa- 
tion that tests the stuff you're made of. When you 
find yourself in such a place, you'll win the admiration 
of your friends—and opponents—if you gird up your 
loins, set your jaws, and crash square into the middle 
of the line. 


Professionalism 


GREAT deal of twaddle has been written and 
spoken’ of professionalism—and by men who 
should know -better. There were those who spoke bit- 
terly of Mr. “Red” Grange because he left. college to 
play football for money. Others have spoken unkindly 
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of Mr. Vincent Richards and Mademoiselle Lenglen be- 
cause they played tennis for a salary. We pause to ask 
why? Let us draw a parallel: Suppose a member of a 
college glee club became famous for his singing, and 
at the end of his college course the Metropolitan Opera 
Company offered him a position as tenor at a great: 
salary. Would he draw down upon him the diatribes of 
the mighty? He would not. There would be no talk 
of professionalism, and it would be regarded as a won- 
derful thing. Suppose an artist for a college magazine 
drew so well that he could step out of college to illus- 
trate for regular magazines for money. Would he be 
accused of professionalism? Indeed not. His college 
would be proud of him. Then why should a man be 
reproached for stepping out of college to play a game 
for money? After a man leaves college, if he plays a 
game in an honorable way, it is his own business. Many 
people compliment Mr. Robert Jones upon retaining 
his amateur standing, as if it were a virtue, and as if 
becoming a professional would be a vice. Nonsense. The 
world gave Caruso a fortune because he was the most 
glorious tenor alive; why should it not give Mr. Jones 
a fortune because’ he is the most glorious golfer alive? 
Why reproach any fellow for earning money by doing 
the thing he can do best, and which will bring him the 
largest honest returns? 


Funny 


aE eHOne wants to be funny, and we wonder 
why. It seems to us sometimes as if the strongest 
desire of the human being is to make somebody laugh. 
There never seems to be a conversation in which the 
talkers do not try to say something humorous. And 
almost everybody overdoes it. The really funny fel- 
low is encouraged by laughter until he strains his 
humor; the un-funny fellow keeps on trying in the vain 
hope of pulling off a wise crack until he makes a bore 
of himself. If you are funny, be it sparingly. If you 
are not funny, stick to talking about the weather. Our 
aim in writing this is to give the world less and better 
humor. 


Make Up Your Mind 


NYBODY can make up his mind, but it takes a 
good man to make it up right. Once a great gen- 
eral said he would rather have a subordinate who could 
make up his mind fifty times a day, and be wrong half 
the time, than one who made up his mind but once a 
day and was always right. Making up your mind con- 
sists of about one part logic and four parts courage. 
The thing that stops most folks from making up their 
minds is timidity, They don’t dare trust their own 
judgment. The greatest coward in the world can be 
logical, but what good does it do him? He doesn’t dare 
act. On the other hand, the boldest dumb-bell in the 
world is bound to hit it right once in a while, and so 
he is better off than the timid wise man who does noth- 
ing. When it comes your turn, for cat’s sake make up 
your mind one way or the other, and go ahead. 


Football 


E hope to see a lot of good football this autumn, 
and we hope you will play a lot of good foot- 
ball. If you can’t play, get out and yell for the fel- 
lows who do. Somehow we are not worried a bit about 
the over-emphasis of football. It deserves a lot of em- 
phasis. Any fellow who can play a good, hard, brainy, 
smashing game of football has accomplished something 
to be proud of. And any fellow who can fully under- 
stand and truly appreciate good, hard, brainy football 
playing has something in his head and heart that he 
can be proud of. Football makes you size up values. 
It develops mighty useful habits of thought and action. 
It is a game that demands those qualities that will later 
go to build a successful life. 


When You're Traveling 


FEW weeks ago we had to make an overnight trip 

on a train. When we went into the washroom to 
shave we found it so crowded we couldn’t even comb 
our hair in it. And the disgusting part of it was that 
there were only four people causing all the mischief. 
Only four, but three of them had plunked great big 
bags on the seats, and the fourth had spread out an 
overgrown suitcase. Don’t ever let us catch you doing 
anything so discourteous. Save up and buy yourself 
one of these leather kit thingumajigs, that lets you keep 
your toothpaste and razor and shaving brush rolled in 
a small, neat bundle. Then you can set up housekeep- 
ing in a washroom without spreading all over the land- 
scape. Washrooms and suitcases don’t go together. 
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Early on the fol- 
lowing morning 
we broke camp. 
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Red Crow’s Brother 


been made welcome in the mountain-valley camp 
of the Canoe People, we were in the gravest 
danger. 

“T do not know what to do with you three,” the chief 
of the Canoe People signed to us. “That man who just 
now tried to kill you, Red Crow, is not one of us; he is 
a Kalispel. Not long ago, a large party of your people 
attacked a camp of his people and killed many, one, his 
brother. So is it that he wants to kill you all.” 

The chief paused an instant; then went on still more 
soberly : 

“That Kalispel has gone to the big camp of his people, 
just below here, to get some of his friends to come with 
him, and take you from us and kill you. We are but few 
here; the great camp of our Canoe People is far to the 
West. We are too few to fight the Kalispels. But I 
want to save you from them. ‘How can-I do it! How 
can I do it!” 

Red Crow and I looked first at each other and then 
at Mink Woman. If she were badly frightened, she did 
not show it as another girl might have. We were proud 
of our sister. Here we were, over the Backbone of the 
mountains, far from our home camp of the Pikuni, 
threatened by merciless enemies, but Mink Woman was 
unshaken. 

Had there been time for regrets, I might have spent 
it in reproaching myself for urging my adopted brother 
and sister to join me in my search for the Kootenais, 
whom I was to persuade into bringing their furs for 
trade at the Hudson’s Bay Company post. As an un- 
usually young engage of the Hudson’s Bay Company—I 
was but eighteen and the only white man in all that 
wild country—I was particularly anxious to succeed in 
my mission. But I was sorry to have brought Mink 
Woman and Red Crow into such great danger. 

We had no time, however, for regrets. 


Tene Red Crow and Mink Woman and I had 


enemy return with his friends?” I signed. 
“Tt is close here; very close. Before sun sets, 
they will be here,” the chief replied. 

“The Kootenai people, where are they encamped?” 

‘ bi | know not. Perhaps north, perhaps south from 
ere. 

“Chief, do not worry about us,” Red Crow signed. 
“We will go, now go; be well away from here before 
our enemies arrive.” 

Signed the man who had come in: “Outside, watching 
this lodge, sits that Kalispel’s woman and her son.” 

“Leaving here, which way will you go?” the chief 
asked us. 

I turned to Red Crow: “What think you about it— 
where shall we go?” 

But before he could reply the chief went on: “No! Do 
not tell me. But this I advise: Do not back-trail the 
way that you came, for the Kalispels will soon be scat- 


| [= near is the Kalispel ecamp—when can our 
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tered all along up the valley from here to the pass 
through the Backbone, all of them looking for you.” 

“This good meat that we have just roasted, you will 
eat before you go,” one of his women signed to us. 

“No. We go now,” Red Crow replied. And at that, 
the two of them hurriedly put the roast ribs and a gen- 
erous quantity of dried camas into a pouch and handed 
it to Mink Woman. 

“Your great Pikuni camp, where now is it?” the chief 
asked. 

“Straight across on’Cutbank River, at the foot of the 
mountains,” I replied. 

“And where will it be next moon?” 

“On Two Sacred Lodges River, near its lewer lake. 
There we shall build the great lodge for Sun,” Red 
Crow signed. 

“What happiness could we, all us Canoe People, there 
join your Pikuni People!” 

“Come there. Come all of you. I say now that my 
father will be glad to have you with us,” Red Crow 
replied, as we arose to go. 

“Good! Good! We shall be there. Now, to-day, I 
will send a messenger to our great camp to say that we 
are all to prepare to cross the mountains, camp with our 
Pikuni friends, and once more feast upon fat buffalo 
meat!” the chief joyously signed, and embraced Red 
Crow and then me, the while his two women hugged and 
kissed Mink Woman. And last, the other man signed 
to us: “Be very wise, that the Kalispels do not trail and 
find you.” 

We filed out of the lodge; our new friends too. Near 
us on our right a woman and a boy of ten or twelve 
winters stared at us with eyes of hatred, All up and 
down the line of the camp men and women ceased their 
work, children their play, and also looked at us but with 
smiles of friendly interest. 

“Now which way shall we go?” I asked my almost- 
brother. 

“T don’t know. I wonder which way will be best,” he 
answered. 


HE chief was watching us; he noted our indecision, 

and after a moment secretly signed to us to re-enter 
the lodge. We did so and he then quickly signed: “This 
I advise: Go back up the way you came. When out of 
sight of the watching woman and boy, turn and circle 
past here, and on down the valley to the second little 
creek coming into the river from the north. Follow 
it up to its head; then through a pass, and down an east 


side stream that runs into that which we name White- 


» haired Woman, the long water that you Pikuni name 


the Lake Inside.” 

“Good! We will do as you say!” Red Crow replied, 
and again we went outside and to Mink Woman, stand- 
ing there boldly returning the glowering looks of the 
Kalispel woman and boy. 

“Come, we go,” I said. She tossed her head, signed 
to the watching woman, “I despise you!” and took the 
trail with us up the valley. 

As we passed the upper lodges of the encampment, the 
people in front of them smiled and nodded to us. We 
entered the timber at the upper end of the flat, stopped 
and looked back. The Kalispel woman and boy were 
trailing us. 

“We cannot allow them to follow us,” I said. 

“No. We will go on a little farther and then I will 
halt them!” Red Crow angrily exclaimed. 

“What will you do?” 

“Kall the boy!” 

“No! You shall not kill him!” Mink Woman cried. 

“No. You would only make the Kalispels more eager 
to trail us. I myself will turn them back,” I said, and 
quickly bringing my gun to my shoulder, I aimed at the 
ground just to the right and in front of the two and 
fired. The bullet spattered them with the soft earth 
and they instantly turned and ran shrieking back to 
camp. 

“There! That was better than killing one of them!” 
I said, as I began reloading my gun. 

“Yes. Much better,” Mink Woman agreed. 

“Ha! You two! Both of you too gentle-hearted!” Red 
Crow muttered, and led on. 

When well away from the camp, we again stopped, 
made many footsteps in the dusty trail and then left it, 
quartering up to the right, and by tramping now and 
then tender growths of broadleaf bear weed and various 
flowers, left plain signs of our passing. We then sep- 
arated and stepping carefully so as to leave no imprints 
of our feet, circled back to the trail, together crossed it 
upon a fallen tree, and at some distance from it turned 
back down the valley and well out from the camp in the 
grassy flat. 

Traveling along the steep slope of the valley was 
difficult. We tired of it and went on down the edge 
of the valley floor, and at a distance of perhaps two 
miles below the camp came to a creek, the first one of 
the two that the chief had mentioned. We were about 
to cross it when we heard the dull pounding of many 
hoofs. The Kalispels were coming. We dropped to our 
knees in the willows upon the sloping shore, and a min- 
ute or two later, saw the riders come into the open, not 
fifty yards below us. They rode in single file and 
swiftly, splashing into the stream and across it and into 
the timber again and out of our sight, all of a hundred of 
them, we judged. 

Said Red Crow: “Did you see how excited they all 
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were, how eager to get to the camp above and there 
take our scalps? Well, before night comes, their faces 
will be very long!” 

“You, do not talk that way; we are by no means out 
of this enemy country,” Mink Woman sharply told him, 
as we arose and looked up and down the narrow valley 
of the creek. Looking up it, we saw that the summit of 
the great range was not far off; not more than three 
miles, I judged. And though very steep and with many 
small cliffs upon it, the mountain just south of the head 
of the ereek seemed to be climbable. 

“T wonder why the chief told us to go up the next 
creek below, across and down to the Lakes Inside? A 
very roundabout way to our camp. Could we go over 
that mountain in front of us, we would surely find our- 
selves on a north fork of the Cutbank River,” I said. 

“True. Very true. Let us anyhow try to cross from 
here,” said Red Crow. 

I got out my telescope and carefully examined the 
cliffs. Each one of them had somewhere along its length 
a break in its red-and-gray wall. 

“Well, how about it?” Red Crow impatiently asked, 

“T think we can make the climb.” 

“Good! We go!” 


OR a mile or more we had fair going in the*valley 

of the little creek. Then we got into a dense wind- 
fall of lodgepole pines. By the time we got through that 
and up to the first of the cliffs, night was upon us and 
we turned off to the creek and made a fireless camp, ate 
plenty of the ribs and camas that the chief’s women had 
given us, and then slept soundly. 

A snuffling noise, a strange unpleasant odor awoke 
me, and in the faint light of the coming day I saw a 
wolverine making off with the pouch of food that had 
lain at Mink Woman’s side. I sat up and threw a stone 
at the animal. It dropped the pouch, turned and growled 
at me—a strange, muffled growl—and again seized the 
pouch and went on. The others awoke, and we all three 
sprang up and chased the animal until it at last let go 
the pouch and went off into the brush. We washed, 
combed our hair, ate of the retrieved food, felt strong 
for the difficult climb ahead. 

Above us, the channel of the creek was impassable; we 
turned off south to the break in the lower cliff and easily 
gained its summit. The breaks in the four remaining 
cliffs were more difficult, but before the sun was half- 
way up to the middle of the blue, we topped the last 
one of them and rested a little while upon the bare and 
narrow crest of the mountain. 5 

We had some difficulty in descending the mountain, 
for a small glacier bounded its steep side; we could find 
no way to bridge the gap between its upper edge. and 
the slope upon which it rested, and were finally, obliged 
to go around its south end and then down over some 
ledges where the footing was very bad. But we made 
it without mishap, and rested again for a time on the 
shore of a little lake at the foot of the mountain. 

As we were starting to go on down along the south 
shore of the little lake, a very large grizzly bear and then 
two that were smaller came out from the brush and 
crossed its white sand, not two hundred steps below us. 

Mink Woman gasped, and Red Crow hissed to her: 
“Stand motionless!” 


* 
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Then, when the bears reached the water and began 
drinking, we stole back into the brush, went back to the 
head of the lake and then down its north shore. So long 
as we remained in sight of the lake, the two small bears 
were alternately swimming in the icy water and chasing 
one another and tumbling about upon the shore, the 
while their huge old mother lazily watched them. They 
were yearlings. x 

At a distance of about three miles below ‘the lake, we 
came to the forks of the river on which our friends were 
encamped and to the well worn trail running up the 
south fork. We had been looking forward to our return 
to it, wondering if we would find that the Kalispels had 
come down this far in their search for us. They had 
not; here were only the imprints,\of Red Crow’s and my 
moceasins, and Mink Woman’s horse, these almost ob- 
literated by the elk and deer and bears that had 
traversed the trail since we had gone up it. None of 
our many hunters had come this far from camp in quest 
of meat,. and we surmised that they had made a big 
killing of buffalo out upon the plains. 


ELIEVED of our fears that the Kalispels would be 
here ahead of us, we hurried on down the trail, talk- 
ing, joking one another, singing, and sighted the great 
camp just as the sun was going down behind the moun- 
tains, The hunters had made a great buffalo run, as 
was proved by the everywhere lines of drying meat and 
the newly fleshed hides pegged out upon the ground and 
laced into pole frames resting upon upended sets of 
travois. The countless herds of horses were coming 
down the ridge to water. The lodges were redly glow- 
ing with the freshly lit evening fires. Around them the 
people were feasting, smoking, drumming and singing, 
telling tales of war and far trails and the strange doings 
of the gods, Young men, dressed in all their finery, 
were gathering here and there to dance. 

Said Red Crow: “All this is happiness; real living! 
How much better off are we than the Canoe People, our 
friends over on the other side of the great- Backbone!” 

Mink Woman shivered. “Their dark, everywhere forest 
country, how I fear it, hate it!” she exclaimed. 

We hurried through camp to our lodge, where ‘we 
found Lone Walker passing the-pipe to a gathering of 
his friends. ; 

“Ha! You are soon returned!” he said. 

With a little cry of pleased surprise, her eyes shining, 
Little Bird Woman sprang from his side to embrace us, 
crying again and again: “My children! Again with me 
and unharmed! Sun is good to me! _Good! Good!” 

As the visitors were some of them upon our couch, 
Red Crow and I sat down near the doorway, while Mink 
Woman went to the back of the lodge beside her 
mother. All eyes were upon the pouch that 
she carried suspended from her shoulder, the 
woven grass, red and blue and yellow striped 
food pouch that the Canoe People had given 
us. She took from it a handful of dried , 
camas and gave them to her mother, and an- 
other handful to her father. 

“Ha! You haye been in a camp of the West- 
side tribes. Which one? Tell us about it!” 
Lone Walker exclaimed, turning to Red Crow 
and me. 
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Eagerly, silently, they all listened to the tale of our 
adventure, and when we had finished Lone Walker 
clapped hands together and exclaimed: “My friends, 
but for that chief of the Canoe People, the Kalispels 
would now have the scalps of my children. In return 
for his saving them, we must be very generous to him 
when he comes to us next moon; we must tell him that 
he and his tribe may camp with us as long as they will 
and kill all of our buffalo that they can use.” 

The little circle of guests at once agreed that the 
Canoe People should be welcomed and loaded with 
presents; and Little Bird Woman said to them: “Yes, 
chiefs, we women will give their women plenty of our 
robes, tanned leather, pemmican, and dried meat. And 
think what they will give us: woven grass pouches filled 
with dried camas.” 

“Ha! Would that I had a pouchful of them now!” said 
one. And at that, Mink Woman gave out all that re- 
mained of the roots, and they eagerly took and ate them. 


AID one of the circle, Mad Plume, our war chief: 

“My friends, I think that we should move camp over 
to Two Medicine Lodges River without delay; for, see 
you, our men will be very angry at the Kalispels when 
they learn of their attempt to kill these young ones. 
They will want to cross the Backbone and attack them. 
That would be well enough were it not that there, close 
to the Kalispels, are the lodges of the kind Canoe Peo- 
ple. Well, you know how it is, our warriors just cannot 
resist attacking any camp that they find in the West-side 
country; so it is that we should keep them busy by moy- 
ing camp and then collecting the many buffalo tongues 
pt re shall need when we build the great lodge for 

un. 

“How smart you are! We shall do as you say,” Lone 
Walker replied, and sent Little Bird Woman for the 
camp crier. He came, was instructed what to say, and 
was soon going the round of the great camp, shouting 
over and over: 

“Listen! Listen, you people! To-morrow, get your 
things all in order, for on the following morning we 
move to Two Medicine Lodges River. So say your 
chiefs, Lone Walker and Mad Plume.” 

Word of our adventure was spread all through camp 
during the evening, and on the following day we had to 
repeat the tale of it many times. The men of the Braves 
band of the All Friends Society, of which Red Crow 
and I were members, were eager to form a large war 
party to cross the Backbone and, as they put it, make 
the Kalispels cry for their attempt upon our lives. Many 
of them declared that they would do so right after the 
building of the great lodge for Sun. 

Early on the following morning we broke camp and 


Afterwards I went outside and idly watched the building of two sweat lodges. 
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our long caravan was soon strung 
out upon the trail to the south. We 
topped the ridge to the south of 
Cutbank River, and crossed the 
wide valley of its south fork, a val- 
ley of little prairies and quaking 
aspen groves in which were many 
white-tail deer. We then went over 
a very high, pine-clad ridge and 
down to a prairie at the foot of a 
beautiful lake, the lower one of the 
Two Medicine Lodges River, and 
made camp. All of the lodges were 
set up, wood gathered and water 
brought, as the day came to an end. 

With the coming of night, there 
was a gathering of chiefs and sun 
priests in Lone Walker's lodge, and 
when it ended the camp crier went 
his round, announcing that the 
sacred lodge to Sun was soon to be 
built, and that all the hunters must 
at once begin bringing in the one 
hundred buffalo tongues that were 
required for the ceremonial offering 
to the Traveler-of-the-blue. 

Said Red Crow, as we sought our 
couch: “Our new friends, the Canoe 
People, will soon be with us.” 


Chapter Twelve 


N the following morning after 
QO we had bathed, eaten the 
food that the women set be- 
fore us, and then brought our big 
band of horses on to water, Red 
Crow and I saddled two of the ani- 
mals and rode off up the valley af- 
ter game. The women were clamor- 
ing for fresh meat. 

We followed a well beaten game 
trail for some little distance until 
we came to a beautiful lake, the 
second one of the lakes of the Two 
Medicine Lodges River. At its head 
was a pine-clad steep mountain. 
And just to the north of us was an- 
other and still higher mountain, of 
reddish rock. 

There were many goats, some big- 
horns, too, resting, grazing upon the 
mountain, some of them almost 
down to the edge of the lake. I 
proposed that we cross the outlet 
and work our way afoot up to the 
nearest band of the bighorns. 

“No! There is our meat!” Red 
Crow exclaimed. 

I looked where he pointed, and 
at the end of a narrow tongue of 
pines on the south side of the lake 
saw a big bull moose standing knee 
deep in the water. 

We got down off our horses, 
picketed them, and ran up through 
the timber bordering the lake, and 
then out along the point until quite 
near its end, when we went more 
cautiously and at last stopped when 
we could see the lake upon each 
side of us and waited for the bull 
to appear. We soon saw him com- 
ing, pausing now and then to nip 
tender new shoots of the red wil- 
lows. Red Crow nudged me, mo- 
tioning that I was to do the shoot- 
ing, and when the big animal 
paused, not thirty steps off and 
turned his side to us, I aimed at 
the base of his ear and fired, and he 
dropped, and with two or three con- 
vulsive kicks was dead. 

We quickly skinned and butch- 
ered him, went for our horses, and 


We had some difficulty in descending the mountain, but we made it 


without mishap. 


the camp. As they started to ride 
up onto the plains, to run some 
herds out there, Red Crow said to 
me that we would go another way 
where we would be sure to get the 
two tongues that we needed. We 
went down the valley to a point 
several miles below the lake, crosss 
ing and recrossing the river a num- 
ber of times, and then turned to the 
west up through a narrow belt of 
timber to a high, grassy, and tree- 
less hill from which we had a won- 
derful view of the surrounding 
country. 

We got down off our horses, and 
with my telescope I looked for buf- 
falo, examining one after another 
the many little prairies and open 
grassy ridges in the wide pass to 
the west. Evidently our hunters’ had 
been well up in it, for look as I 
would I could not find even a sin- 
gle old bull. Red Crow was much 
disappointed: “I was sure that from 
the top of this hill we should see 
many little bands of buffalo. Is it 
that we waste this day? Hand me 
your far-seeing instrument!” he ex- 
claimed. 

And then after a time: “We shall 
make a killing: Twelve buffalo have 
just come into that narrow prairie 
up there.” 

I took the telescope and looked 
at them; they were twelve, and 
more, a few calves also, about four 
miles from us. We got back into 
the saddle, and riding southwest, 
from the hill soon struck the trail 
running up through the pass. 

For a mile or two from where we 
struck it the big trail ran along the 
north slope of the wide pass and 
well out from the river but ever to- 
ward it until, at a distance of three 
miles, where the valley sharply nar- 
rowed, the two were close together. 
There were here no horse tracks in 
the trail; our hunters had not come 
up this far; but there were fresh 
tracks of buffalo going up it, evi- 
dently the little bunch that we had 
sighted. We went on more cau- 
tiously, across open parks, through 
groves of pines and quaking aspen, 
and at last sighted the animals 
lying in the upper end of a small 
prairie, all but one cow that was 
standing on guard. 

We were then in the edge of a 
grove of small pines. Leaving our 
horses in it, we turned down to the 
river, then up through the cotton- 
woods that lined its shore, and out 
again through more quaking aspens, 
until we were so near the buffalo 
that we could see their eyes. I 
signed to Red Crow to shoot the 
standing cow. He fired, and the 
others sprang up and ran and gath- 
ered around her as, swaying and 
tottering, she strove to keep upon 
her feet. I shot one of them and 
it instantly fell. Red Crow’s animal 
went down; and still the others 
stood around them, frightened, 
looking this way and that way, 
their calves close at their sides. 
They could not see us, hidden as 
we were in the little grove. We 
quickly, noiselessly, reloaded our 
guns and each shot another cow, 
and then the others ran off up the 
pass and against the wind. 


loading them with the hide and all 
of the meat that we could carry, led 
them down the homeward trail. 

The sun had set when we arrived in camp and drew 
up before Lone Walker’s two big lodges. His women 
hurried out to unload our horses, and Red Crow and I 
went into the near lodge and dropped down upon our 
couch. I had fastened the moose tongue to my belt, in- 
tending it to be my contribution to the great number of 
tongues that were required for the coming sacred lodge 
ceremonies. So when Little Bird Woman came in, I 
passed it to her and said: “Here, Almost-mother, give 
this to the women who are preparing the tongues for 
Sun’s lodge.” 

She stared at me, wide-eyed. “What!” she cried. 
“Give this to them? Is it that you want to bring to 
naught our sacrifices, our prayers? Don’t you know that 
only tongues of the buffalo are acceptable to Sun? But 
you do know it! You make my heart sad! Oh, my white 
son! I did not think that you would make fun of our 
most sacred work!” 


I saw that Lone Walker, Mink Woman, Red Crow, 
and all the others in the lodge were solemnly eying me. 
I knew that I had unconsciously hurt the feelings of 
them all. 

“None ever told me that the only sacred tongues are 
those of the buffalo,” I replied. “I thought that this 
moose tongue would be equally acceptable to Sun. To 
make sure that we would not lose it upon our home- 
ward way, I tied it to my belt.” 

“He meant well,” said Lone Walker. “He really did 
not know. We will talk no more about it.” 

“Sun’s eyes are upon us all; he expects each one of 
us to take part in this that we are doing for him. My 
sons, you will to-morrow bring in at least two buffalo 
tongues,” said Little Bird Woman, and to that Red 
Crow and I gave quick assent. 

On the following morning we were early in the sad- 
dle, and so were nearly all of the other hunters of 


[See we reloaded our guns, 
then went to our horses and 
rode them up to our kills. As we were inning down 
their under jaws, so that we might quickly and easily 
cut out their tongues, I had a feeling of hatred for what 
we had done. 

“Tt is not right, killing, wasting all this good meat, 
order to get these tongues,” I said. 

“Sun sees us. He knows why we are getting these 
tongues and he is pleased. Nor will this meat be 
wasted; the wolves around here will eat it instead of 
making fresh kills to satisfy their hunger. They will 
leave some of it for the coyotes; for the foxes and 
badgers; the ravens and other birds. No, almost-brother, 
none of the meat will be wasted,” Red Crow replied. 

He was right, By killing the four cows, which had 
died quickly, almost painlessly, we had saved others from 
being hamstrung by the wolves, pulled down and eaten 
into while they slowly and painfully died. 

“True! True enough! (Continued on page 38) 
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The Yale and Princeton 


Dan Caulkins, Tiger, and Phil Bunnell, Bulldog, Discuss the Strategy of the Fiftieth 


Here’s the Situation 


N a cool, gray day last November, 54,000 people 
gathered in the giant horseshoe of Palmer Me- 
morial stadium to see Yale and Princeton engage 
in their fiftieth football battle. 

From New York, Philadelphia and New Haven, and 
from nearly every town in New Jersey they came, in 
special trains and autos, scooting past scenes that are 
rich in traditions of the Revolution and converging upon 
the town of Princeton, where General Washington 
defeated a regiment of British. Over the shaded 
campus tt Nassau Hall, where once the Con- 
tinental ngress met, they streamed, discussing 
the relative merits of the two teams that were to 
meet within the hour. 

On the season’s record, Princeton was the favor- 
ite, but over the half century of competition, 
Yale—with 26 victories and 9 ties against Prince- 
ton’s 14 triumphs—had acquired a_ traditional 
superiority. Few would hazard a prediction. It v 
the old story of Bulldog against Tiger, and statis- 
tics would mean little or nothing. 

From the opening whistle to the final gun, the 
struggle was tense nd wearing. Every few plays 
brought a new Fortunes changed with 
lightning-like swiftness. 

Before the first quarter was three minutes old, 
Yale was trying a dropkick from the Tiger 22- 
yard line. When the attempt failed—almost be- 
fore Princeton had time to draw a relieved breath 
—the inspired Bulldog blocked a punt and took 
the ball on the Tiger 10-yard line. Here Yale’s 
surprise play, a tricky double pass, went wrong 
and Princeton was again out of danger. In be- 
tween Yale threats, Princeton demonstrated a 
puzzling forward pass attack that bewildered the 
Eli secondary defense. 


THE LINE-UP 


Princeton Yale 
Lawler Scott 
Darby Richards 
Baldwin Sturhahn 
Bartell Look, Harvey 
Davis (C) Webster, Hitchcock 
mpseneRsten, French Renton 
Moeser, Stinson Fishwick 


Caulkins OB. Bunnell (C) 

Baruch, Ewing, Lip, Holabird, Goodwine, 
Williams Bie Noble 

Bridges, Requardt, Rae Failing, Hoben, 
Prendergast Hasire Brandenburg 

Miles, Willauer HB, Sling, Cox, a 


wasconstantly 
threatening the 
Princeton goal. 
Once, after Bunnell 
had placed the 
sphere on the Tiger 
4-yard line with a 
dazzling run, a 
heart-breaking mis- 
play from center 


Bill Roper, Princeton 
coach. “He lets the quar- 
terback play his own 
game.” 


ruined Yale’s oppor- 
tunity to go into the 
lead. 

The fourth quarter 
witnessed Yale back- 
ed to her own 1-yard 
line and, a little la- 
ter, Princeton on her 
own 10-yard line. At 
the very end of the 
game, Bunnell of 
Yale received a for- 
ward pa twisted 
free of several tack- 
lers and might have 
got away for a score 
if Dan Caulkins had 
not nailed him. 

The story of how it 
all happened, especially of those tense moments when 
victory depended upon the choice of play, the two quar- 
terbacks themselves will tell you in this article. The final 
score, if that is important, was Princeton 10, Yale 7. 


And These, the Characters 


AN CAULKINS, Princeton quarterback. Five feet 
ten inches tall, weighing 158 pounds. Built like a 
race horse. Smoothly combed black hair and black eyes, 
Of the nervously energetic, quick-thinking type. Humor- 


Dan Caulkins, Tiger quarter- 
back: ‘Boy!'I was nervous!” 


ous and impulsive. Tense. 

Phil Bunnell, Yale quarterback. Shorter 
than Caulkins, but weighing exactly the 
same—158 pounds. Slightly broader shoul- 
ders and body, tapering down to a pair of 
sprinter’s legs. Tortoise shell glasses under 
an unruly shock of blond hair. Thoughtful 
and soft-spoken. Relaxed. 

Frank Reck: Staff writer for THe Amear- 
can Boy, and an interested listener. 


The Setting, and the Time 


HOTEL room in New York City, just 

three weeks after last fall’s Yale- 
Princeton game, which resulted in a 10-7 
victory for the Tiger after a tense, thrill- 
packed contest. 

(The two quarterbacks are discussing how 
they felt the night before the game. 
BUNNELL: “I could hardly get to 

sleep. 

CAULKINS: “I went to bed about nine-thirty, and 
woke up at two with a toothache. Abscess, the dentist 
Ss I was with the doctor until an hour before game 
time. Lord, I was nervous.” 

RECK; “Did you have a plan of attack? I’ve often 
wondered how much of a plan teams have before a 
game.” 

BUNNELL: “Yale had no ‘set’ plan. We intended to 
hit the line until we succeeded in drawing in the Prince- 
ton defense, and then pass or send Holabird around end. 
One scoring play we were counting on—a double pass.” 
(This is the play in which the halfback throws a short 

forward pass to the end, and the end—just as he is 
about to be tackled—tosses the ball to a backfield man 
who is running outside and slightly behind him. The 
second pass, since it’s thrown laterally, or slightly back- 
ward, doesn’t have to be made back of the line of 
scrimmage. It can be made anywhere. 

RECK: “Then Yale’s plan was mainly orthodox strat- 
egy and a surprise play, and Princeton—” 

CAULKINS: “Princeton was planning to throw at 
least two forward passes out of every five plays. We in- 
tended to mix up passes and running plays all through 
the game—make the pass a constant threat. Some teams 
pass only in their opponent’s territory, and then they 
find themselves unable to gain through the line. Usually 
they try it on the third down. Others use it when time 
is nearly up and they need a score badly. As a result, 
the opponent knows exactly what to expect. Princeton 
intended to use-it on all parts of the field and at all 
times.” 

(And now for the game—fifty-four thousand rooters in 
the stands, on their feet and shouting. On the grid- 
tron, twenty-two jerseyed figures nervously clenching 
fists and lifting their feet. 


Princeton wins the toss 
and chooses to kick off. 
There’s no wind. Hola- 


Early in the second 
quarter an uninterrupted 
barrage of passes brought 
Quarterback Dan Caulkins 
of Princeton over the Yale 
goal for the first touch- 

“down of the game. After 
the kickoff, another air at- 
tack took Princeton to 
Yale’s 25-yard line, where 
Baruch dropkicked for 
three more points. 

In exactly six more 
plays, the Tiger was back- 
ed up to his own 3-yard 
line in possession of the 
ball. Here Dan Caulkins 
tried the most daring un- 
orthodox play of the game 
—a forward pass from be- 
hind his own goal line. 
Hoben of Yale intercepted 
it, and in two more plays 
Eli had a__ touchdown. 
When the half was ended, 
Yale was again deep in 
Tiger territory, throwing 
passes that threatened to 
scor 

During the third quar- 
ter, through the great run- 


bird of Yale receives the 

kick-off on the 10 and 

runs it back to the 28. 

Good work! Yale is now 

in position to start an 

attack, or to punt and 
assume the defensive. 

BUNNELL: “We tried 
one play at the line and 
gained about two yards. 
Its purpose was chiefly to 
take the edge off our men 
—give them confidence.” 

CAULKINS: “Good 
idea. A team gets so keyed 
up waiting for the start 
that it’s almost, impossible 
to play good football for 
the first couple minutes.” 

BUNNELL: “It was 
mostly for Holabird’s ben- 
efit. He was playing his 
first varsity game—in 
place of Noble—and need- 
ed steadying. On the sec- 
ond down I sent Holabird 
back to punt.” 

RECK: “Why punt on 
second down when you're 
on the 30?” 

BUNNELL: “Dan was 
playing fairly close” (Dan 
Caulkins playing defensive 


ning of Captain Phil Bun- 


back for Princeton) “and 


nell and Goodwine, Yale 


Phil Bunnell, Yale pilot, is a runner! Sixty-four yards on this play, in the Dartmouth game, before the Green tacklers brought him down! 


I hoped to get one over 
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Quarterbacks Talk It Over 


Annual Clash. A Colorful Football Drama That Grips You From Whistle to Gun 


his head. If I sueceeded there’s no tell- 

ing how far back the ball might roll.” 

(Caulkins, however, refuses to be caught 
napping. He receives the punt and ts 
downed on Princeton's 40. On the first 
play, he sends Bridges through the lejt 
side of the line for 5 yards. You notice 
one peculiar thing about the play. Be- 
fore the ball is snapped, Caulkins st 
running out to the right, and by the 
lime Bridges has the ball, Dan is going 
wide around right end. 


CAULKINS: “I wanted to se 3 
defensive left half would follow me out. 
And then, with me running to the right 
like that, your men would naturally be 
watching me and wondering what was 
coming off. They wouldn’t be quite so 
prepared for the line play.” 

BUNNELL: “It worked, all right. Our 
left half followed you all the way, and 
then wondered what it was all about. And 
ae line was too busy watching you to get set for the 
play. 

CAULKINS: “On the next play I took a p: over 
center for 12 yards. That followed our plan of mixing 
up passes and runs all through the game.” 

RECK: “First down, in Yale’s territory—quick work.” 
(Another play and a recovered fumble make it third 

down and 12 to go, on Yale’s 40. Not so good. 

CAULKINS: “We needed a play that would get dis- 
tance. We tried a reverse: Baruch to the right, and our 
fullback coming around and taking the ball to the left. 
Yale smeared it!” 

RECK: “A reverse takes so long to execute—is it 
usually successful?” 

CAULKINS: “You bet—when every man is doing his 
job—when the line checks just long enough, and every 
man fills his assignment. But we had another object, 
and that was to ‘set up’ a triple pass for. later use. The 
triple pass starts out just like the reverse, with a third 
man taking the ball to the right. That’s the play that 


The start of the Tiger touchdown. Ca 


ulkins: 
“I called for a short lateral pass—” 


scored a touchdown against Harvard.” 

(On the next play, Princeton punts over 
the Yale goal line. The Blue tries two 
line plays from its own 20, then punts. 
At this point comes the first break of 
the game. Just as Caulkins receives the 
punt he is tackled hard. The ball rolls 
from his hands and is recovered by 
Sturhahn of Yale on the Tiger 43. Here 
is Yale’s first glowing opportunity to 
launch an attack. Bunnell calls for a 
line play, which is stopped without gain. 
Then comes a forward pass, Holabird to 
Bunnell, that gains 8 yards. Third down 
and 2 to go! What would you do next? 
BUNNELL: “I called for a forward 


pass. Dan knocked it down.” 
RECK: (doubtfully) “A forward pass, 
with only 2 yards to go, and two more 
s? I should think you’d have tried a 


too. In fact we all expected a line play 

and that’s why I think Phil showed good 

judgment. It was just by luck that I 

knocked it down.” 

(Now Yale’s situation is more ticklish 
than ever. Fourth down and 2 to go! 


Tad Jones, Yale coach. “He wins 
your friendship.” 


and digs in to 
meet it, Force 
against force! 
And Yale makes 
it first down on 
the Tiger 80. 
Scoring territory 
now. What's the 
next move—and 
why? 
BUNNELL: “I 
called for a for- 
ward pass. I had 
just used a line 
play and the 
Princeton defense 
was drawn in. One 
of our passes had 
failed, and I felt 
certain that 
Princeton didn’t 
expect another.” 


RECK: “What happened?” 
BUNNELL: “I caught the pass—had a clear field 
ahead—and slipped.” 
CAULKINS: “My heart was in my mouth when 


And the ball on 

Princeton's 35! 

BUNNELL: “I de- 
cided to send Failing 
straight through the 
middle of the line for 
first down.” 

(No strategy here! The 
moment Yale lines 
up, Princeton knows 
whatis coming, 


Phil Bunnell, Bulldog quarter- 
back: “I called for a pass—” 


The finish of the Tiger touchdown. ‘‘—caught the ball and legged it for the side line!” 


you caught it! I certainly thought Providence was with 

us when you fell! Wet field.” 

BUNNELL: “The pass gained four yards and left us 
on the right side of the field. My next play was for 
position—Holabird to the left. He made about a yard.” 

RECK: “That makes it third down and 5 to go on 
Princeton’s 25.” 

BUNNELL: “Yes—and Princeton’s line was holding. 
But I thought it would be better to send the next play 
straight through the line rather than risk getting out of 
position for a possible dropkick on the fourth down. 
The line play didn’t gain. On the last down I 
dropkicked—and missed.” E 
(The ball goes to Princeton on her 20. 

CAULKINS: “My first play was Baruch through 
the line. Baruch, of course, is our passer, and I 
wanted to get him to run.” 

RECK: “Baruch isn’t strong on running?” 

CAULKINS: “Not very. But I figured that if 
we could get him away for a gain or two, we’d 
have Yale guessing when I wanted to use him for 
a pass. He made about 2 yards on this play. On 
the next down I made about 3 yards on a for- 
ward pass from Baruch.” 

RECK: “Passing on your own 22?” 

CAULKINS: “If you haye a good passer—I 
think it’s all right. I don’t look on the pass as a 
highly dangerous play—one to be avoided except 
in emergencies, or deep in your opponent’s terri- 
tory. There’s little danger of it being intercepted 
if your passer keeps his head, And to make it ef- 
fective, you’ve got to use it all the time.” 

(On the third down, Baruch hits the line for a 
yard. Fourth down and 4 to go. And now for one 
of the most exciting moments of the game! As 
Bauch starts to punt, the entire Yale team seems 


Goodwine is a slashing back. “He made 
about ten yards.” 


to break through. Sturhahn blocks the 

punt and the ball rolls back to Prince- 

ton’s 10, where Dan falls upon it. 

CAULKINS: “The blocked punt was 
my fault. My job is to protect the kicker. 
I saw both the Yale guard and tackle 
(Sturhahn and Richards) coming my way. 
That was a tough second for me. I 
finally threw myself at the tackle and 
took him out. If I had caught the guard 
the kick might not have been blocked.” 

RECK: “And then you got up, ran 
back and fell on the ball. Fast, work.” 

CAULKINS: “But the ball went to 
Yale on downs.” 

RECK: “Still, if you hadn’t recovered 
it, Yale might have made a touchdown. 
I suppose, though, you would have done 
better to kick on third down, so that if 
you muffed your attempt to punt, you’d 
have another chance.” 

CAULKINS: “Of course, when you're 
back in your own territory. But when 
you have confidence in your line and 
kicker, you like to use all your downs. 
We were almost on the 30.” 

(Yale’s ball on Princeton’s 10! What a 
chance Eli has now, to push over a 
touchdown and upset the favorites! 
BUNNELL: “T tried Holabird on a 

slant at Princeton’s right end and gained 

about 2 yards.” 

RECK: “Why did you hit Princeton’s 
right?” 

BUNNELL: “That was their weak side. 

(Continued on page 62) 
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THE AMERICAN Boy 


Build the Indoor Pusher 


This Easily Constructed Plane Will Fly for Several Minutes 


HIS month you're going to learn to build the 
indoor pusher—a smoothly, steadily perform- 
ing plane with a 16% inch wingspread. The 
reason it is called a “pusher” is because the 

propeller is behind the wings, pushing the plane. The 
plane you built last month—the' Baby R. 0. G— 
is called a tractor because the propeller is in front 
of the wings, pulling the craft. 

In the early days of aviation, most of the big 
ships were of the pusher type. Before long, though, 
this kind became extremely unpopular with aviators, 
because in a crash the engine, which was situated 
behind the cockpit, had the unpleasant habit of 
breaking loose from its moorings, sliding forward and 
crushing the pilot. Now you'll find the pusher type 
used only on extremely large planes such as the one 
that first crossed the Atlantic Ocean—the N. C. 4. 
This type uses 
both the pusher 
and. tractor on the 
same ship. 

Model _ builders 
share the aviator’s 
prejudice against 
the pusher. 

“It doesn’t look 
like a real ship,” 
they say. 

Maybe not, but 
it can fly! The 
Mulvihill outdoor 
trophy — the offi- 
cial. national trophy for duration—has been won five 
times with a pusher, and never with a tractor. The 
pusher is not only a steady, reliable performer in the 
air, but it is simple and easy to construct. 

Here’s the material you'll need for building the indoor 
pusher: 

One piece of balsa wood for the wing spars 1-16 x % x 
13% inches. 

One piece of balsa for the propeller % x 1% x 7 
inches. 

One 
inches, 

One piece of balsa for the fin 1-82 x 1% x 1% inches. 

One piece of bamboo for ribs and wing tips 15 inches 
long. 

One %-inch brad for the thrust bearing. 

Two hard bronze washers %-inch in diameter and 
.020 thick. 

One piece of .020' music wire 6 inches long. 

One piece of .015 music wire 6 inches long. 


piece of balsa for the motor stick 4 x %4 x 15 


One sheet of Japanese tissue 10 x 21 inches. ‘ 
Two small rubber bands to hold wings and elevators 
in place. 


¥% ounce of banana oil. 

One small can of ambroid cement. 

One 30-inch strip of 44-inch flat rubber for motor. 

Some of these parts you'll have dif- 
ficulty in securing. Supply houses do 


By Merrill Hamburg 


Secretary, The Airplane Model League of America 


The top picture shows you how to launch 

the pusher. A study of the left picture will 

make clear to you the tricky business of 
carving the propeiler. 


At the right, the completed plane. Note 
how the wing is held to the motor stick 
with a rubber band. 


spars of balsa, tips and ribs of bamboo, 
and wing surfaces of Japanese Imperial 
tissue. If you substitute white pine or 
basswood for balsa, you’ll want to finish 
the spars to about one-half the size 
shown in the drawing, so as to save 
weight. 

You'll first want to make your two spars from the 
piece of balsa 1-16 x 3 x 13% inches. This piece, when 
split down the middle, gives you your two spars. Be- 
fore you split it, however, you'll need to bend it in the 
middle to form the angle shown in the lower drawing 
of Figure II, This is called the dihedral angle. The best 
way to bend it is, first, to mark the piece exactly in the 
middle and then hold it over the steam from the spout 
of a teakettle. After you’ve held it in the steam for 
about a minute, gradually bend it. You can check the 
amount of the angle by laying one half of the piece flat 
on the table. If, then, the other end is 1% inches off the 
table you have exactly the correct dihedral angle. 

Now you must split the piece in the middle to obtain 
your two spars. To do this without breaking the strip 
at the bend, lay one half flat on the table and split it 
carefully with a sharp knife. Don’t attempt to split it 
in one stroke. Make several strokes, increasing the 
depth each time. Now split the other half in the same 


Organize an Airplane Model Club 


Among the fellows in your neighborhood. 
s, You'll: find airplane, modeling a whole lot 
more'fun if you do. A group can not only 
work together and compare notes, but it can 
hold contests with other clubs, stage public 
exhibitions, and in addition have all the fun 
that a social.organization can. Write for ad- 
vice on forming.a club, and for a suggested 
constitution, (or for airplane model informa- 
tion of any sort) to Merrill Hamburg, Secre- 
tary, The Airplane Model League of America, 
Corner Second and Lafayette Boulevards, 
Detroit, Mich. Be sure to enclose a two- 
cent stamp to bring back your reply. 


way, and you 
will have your 
two spars. Fin- 
ish them exactly 
to 1-16 inch 
thick, 3-32 inch 
wide and 13% 
inches long. Try 
to keep the di- 
mensions even 
throughout, so as 
to insure perfect 
balance. You will 
want to under- 
cut, or half-lap, 
the ends to re- 
ceive the bam- 
boo tips, as 
shown in the up- 
per left-hand drawing of Figure II. 

For your wing tips, finish a 7-inch bamboo strip to 
exactly 1-32 inch thickness and 1-16 inch width. Since 
the shiny side of the bamboo is the strongest, you may 
split off the under part and throw it away. (Remember 
that bamboo must be split, not cut.) Take care to finish 
the strip to exactly the same dimensions throughout. 

Bend your strip, shiny part to the outside, over an 
open flame. Bamboo, you will find, becomes very flexi- 
ble when heated. You'll find, too, that it chars easily if 
you hold it too close to the flame. If you have trouble 
getting a neat curve by the free-hand method, you'll 
find that you can easily bend the tip over a tin can or 
other metal object with a 3-inch diameter. 

After the curved strip is cooled, split it down the mid- 
dle to form your two wing tips. This, you'll find, comes 
easy, after a little practice. Now you'll want to finish the 
tips to just 1-64 inch thickness, Do this by splitting off 
tiny slivers from the under side, and then finishing off 

with sandpaper. Your tips are now 7 
inches long, which is about 1% inches 


not like to supply the balsa, Japanese 
tissue and music wire in small quanti- 
ties. Few stores will carry the small 
bronze washers. To help you overcome 
this difficulty, The Airplane Model 
League of America will supply you 
with any of the above parts, or a kit 
containing all the parts, at cost. You'll 
‘find an announcement of this kit, giv- 
ing you the cost of each part, in an- 
other’ part of this article. (If yéu do 
not belong to the League, write for 
your membership card and _ button. 
They’re free, and they entitle you to 
full League privileges.) 

Although you may substitute white 


BANMBOOs2 * 5/2" 
B 


INDOOR PUSHER 


WINGS HELD BY 
RUBBER BANDS 


@ CAN .O/5 WIRE 
FIG.I » 
BAMBOO TIPS 


pine for balsa in any of the foregoing 
wood parts, remember that white pine 
is heavier and will reduce the flying 
time of your plane. Balsa is the ideal 
wood because it is one-half lighter than 


AND RIBS 64% 50" 


longer than they need be. Cut them 
down to the right size and they’re 
ready to be glued to the spars. 

Next, make your seven bamboo ribs 
1-64 x 1-32 x 3 inches. Glue them to 
the spars with ambroid cement at the 
locations shown in Figure II. Notice 
how the three are placed in the center 
to withstand the pull of the rubber 
‘band that holds the wing in place. Now 
glue your tips to the lapped ends of 
the spars, as shown in the same draw- 
ing. Make sure, when you glue on the 
tips, to keep them on the same plane 
with the spars. Do this by holding the 
ends of the spars flat upon the table 
when the glue is drying. (Ambroid 
glue dries rapidly. Keep it away from 


i 
i BMGT flame, and see that your bottle is al- 
; DRILL PROPELLER ways tightly sealed.) 

SENS ws SHAFT HOLE HERE Your frame, now completed, should 


be coated with banana oil and allowed 


cork—and it is strong. 

Before you start actual construction, 
study the drawing. Many of you will 
be able to build your planes from the 
drawing ‘alone, without the help of the 
text. The drawings show the assembled 


Pt Aber. ae 
¢ THRUST 
FIG. BEARING piiges 


BALSA SPAR 


PROPELLER SHAFT. 
1020 WIRE 


to dry. This strengthens it. 
, Your next job is to cover the wing 
with Japanese Imperial tissue. 

Tron the paper out smoothly and let 
it stand for several hours so that it 


Reece tora. | Bm moe mae See aa hs ae 
and propeller. Whenever you get stuck me MOTOR STICK BALSA #27 \ ty larger than the frame of the wing. Now 
on any part of the plane, study its + : \ TE ITT coat the three center ribs with banana 
Oe ee ae : S. T je ra oil and lay the paper on it in the cor- 

Figure shows two views of the D rect position. When the center ribs 
wing, one from the top and one from Fic. FIG. WZ ea have dried, coat the spars up to and 


the side. Notice that it has a span 


including the next rib and stretch the 


(length) of 16% inches and a chord 
(width) of 3 inches. Note that it has 


When you are in doubt, study this drawing. It tells you everything you reed to know. 


paper smoothly to it. Follow this pro- 
cedure until (Continued on page 28) 
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“A Radiotron 
for every purpose 


RADIOTRON UX-201-A 
Detector Amplifier 
RADIOTRON UV-189 
Detector Amplifier 
RADIOTRON UX-199 
Detector Amplifier 
RADIOTRON WD-11 
Detector Amplifier 


RADIOTRON WX-12 
Detector Amplifier 


Testing Radiotrons for | 
length of life ac KCA 
boratories 


Holf-Wase Rectifier 
RADIOTRON UX-226 
AL. Filament 
RADIOTRON UY-227 
AL. Heater 


RADIOTRON UX-280 
Full-Ware Rectifier 


pesceronites Reception of the finer 


RADIOTRON UX-874 
Voltage Regulator Tube 


broadcasting programs of 


today may be blurred into 
Don’t use new tubes 


a pitiable imitation of the with old ones 


If your vacuum tubes 
have been in use for 
ayear—and one needs 


replacing—much 
real thing by just one Letren msulaaiUibe 
obtained by replacing 
all the Radiotrons. 
Don’t use a new tube 


“orphan” tube in atl other- with old ones. 


To keep your radio 
set at Maximum re- 
producin, ng ence 


wise first class radio set. ty urna 


Radiotrons are built to the specifications of the engineers of 
RCA, Westinghouse and General Electric, in great laboratory- 
factories which contain the most remarkable electrical equipment 
in the world. 


ch ~ RCA Radiotron 


MUAMDE Ee. y. oo Hee Moa KB Rs T HE, ROA dO PA 
Look for this mark 
on every Radiotron 


RADIO CORPORATION OF AMERICA - NEW YORK + CHICAGO - SAN _ FRANCISCO 
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helps on the 
held of sports 


Every active fellow 
needs a pick-me-up 
to refresh him— 
to fight off thirst 
and fatigue. 


That’s where 
WRIGLEY ’S does 
you a good turn! 
Always ready to 
give “first aid” in 
comfort and last 
-ing refreshment. 


THE AMERICAN Boy 


Build the Indoor Pusher (Continued from page 26) 


the wing is covered. Then trim the paper 
close to the frame and give the ribs and 
spars a final coat of banana oil. 

Your motor stick is a piece of balsa 
cis x 3-16 x 15 inches coated with banana 
oil. 
To hold your wing in place upon the 
motor ‘stick, stretch a rubber band across 
the center of the wing and then push the 
motor stick through the two end loops of 
the band, underneath the wing, and the 
stick will be held tightly against the un- 
der side of the wing, as shown in Figure 
I. Later, when you're ready for your 
trial flight, you may want to move the 
wing backward or forward, to stabilize the 
plane. 
Figure III shows you the motor stick 
with the rudder, or fin, attached. The 
same drawing shows you how to bend the 
front hook from .020 music wire. You will 
get this hook just the right shape by ex- 
perimenting. Ambroid it to the front end 
of the motor stick (in the drawing this is 
the left end) as shown in Figure III. 
Your rear bearing is the small flattened 
brad with a hole large enough to receive 
the propeller shaft drilled through it. In 
the small drawing between Figures I and 
III this brad is called the “thrust bearing.” 
It is glued to the rear end of the motor 
stick (in the drawing this is the right 
end) as shown in Figure III. 

The can, bent from .015 music wire, is 
clearly shown in Figure I and it is glued 
to the center of the motor stick as shown 
in Figures I and III. (Remember that the 
can and all other metal parts described 
in this article are supplied by the Air- 
plane Model League 
of America at’ cost.) 


After the half has been bent to the 
proper shape you can split it into two 
pieces. With a razor blade, start first at 
one end then the other, splitting the strip 
toward the middle. Figure V shows you 
just how it’s done. When these halves 
have been trimmed to 1-32 inch square 
and well sanded, the corresponding ends 
can be cemented together. While glueing 
the halves together, you may also ambroid 
the center rib in place. It is a good idea 
to put a small block under the points A 
while the cement is drying, to keep the 
frame from rolling. Be sure to see that 
the trailing edge BDB is flat on the table. 

Now, the leading edge, marked ACA in 
the drawing, must be bent to form a flat 
V, with the points A 5-16 inch higher than 
the point C. The trailing edge marked 
BDB is perfectly flat. To get the delicate 
bend, heat point B and lift point A up- 
ward until it’s 5-16 inch higher than B. 
Then heat point A and bend the frame 
gradually until C is flat on the table. Do 
this with both sides, and your leading 
edge ACA will have the proper curve. 

Next, the frame is covered with tissue. 
Cover it in the same manner as you did 
the wings. 

The elevator is held in place on the 
front end of the motor stick with a rub- 
ber band, just as the wings are. 

You are now ready to carve the pro- 
peller from a balsa block % x 14% x 7 in- 
ches. Square and sand the block on all 
sides. Draw diagonals on the sur- 
face 14% x 7 inches, as shown in Figure 
VI. Draw similar diagonals on the oppo- 
site face, and then drill a hole at the in- 


tersection by pushing a pin through the 
block. Now carve the block along these 
lines until it resembles the B drawing in 
Figure VI. Be sure to leave the middle at 
least % inch thick, so that the propeller 
won't break while you are working on it. 

Your next step is to carve the block 
to the shape indicated in the C drawing, 
Figure VI. Note in C, the two curved 
lines at the end of the block drawn in op- 
posite directions to one another. These 
indicate that the surface of the blade is 
slightly curved, or cambered. You get this 
curve with sandpaper after carving the 
surface flat. Your final step is to carve 
away the wood opposite the cambered sur- 
faces until the blades are about 1-16 inch 
thick. Finish them, with fine sandpaper, 
to 1-32 inch everywhere except at the 
hub, which is left 1-16 inch. Round off 
the ends and the propeller is finished. 

The propeller shaft is shown attached to 
the propeller in the D drawing, Figure VI 
and more in detail in the drawing between 
Figure II and Figure III. It is bent from 
a piece of .020 music wire about 3 inches 
long. It passes completely through the 
hub of the propeller shaft, and is bent 
into a square U and ambroided into place. 
The two bronze washers are slipped on 
next to the hub to prevent friction be- 
tween the propeller and the rear bearing. 
The other end of the shaft is bent into a 
hook to engage the rubber motor. The 
shaft passes through the hole in the rear 
bearing. 

Your power is obtained from a strand 
of % inch flat rubber 30 inches long. The 
two ends of this are tied to form a 15 inch 
band, one end of 
which is hooked over 


At.the rear end of 
the motor stick is the 
fin. This is made from 
a flat, piece of balsa 
wood 1-32 inch thick. 
It is glued vertically 
to the top of the 
motor stick, as shown 
in Figure III. You 
may vary the shape 
and dimensions of the 
fin to suit yourself, 
although you should 
keep it approximately 
1% inches high and 
1% inches wide. Be 
sure, too, that it is 
vertical. If it isn’t, it 
will affect the per- 
formance of the plane. 

The elevator, shown 
in Figure IV, is prob- 
ably the hardest part 


Here’s the complete kit, with 
INDOOR PUSHER KIT 


This Is the Indoor Pusher Kit 


You May Buy It at Cost from the Airplane Model League of America 


the cost of each part: 
1 CAN 


the end of the pro- 
peller shaft and the 
other end (the end 
with the knot) over 
the front hook. The 
strands pass through 
the can. The rubber 
motor should be long 
enough to allow about 
an inch of slack when 
it is hooked in place. 

You are ready, now, 
to try out your sec- 
ond plane — the in- 
door pusher. Remem- 
ber that it flies with 
the small end—the 
elevator end—to the 
front. Give the pro- 
peller about 300 turns 
and let the plane sail 
from your hands. If it 
misbehaves badly 


of the plane to con- 
struct. And it is just 
about the most im- 
portant. Study not 
only the three draw- 
ings showing the top, 
front and side, but 
the photographs, as 
well. 

Note, in Figure 
I, how it goes on the 
front end of the mo- 
tor stick. Your study 
of Figure IV will 
show you that the 
front or leading edge 
of the elevator is 5-16 
inch higher at the 
tips (marked A) than 
the rear or _ trailing 
edge (marked B), ex- 
cept at the center 
where it rests on the 
stick. This center part 
is marked C and D. 
Do you get the idea? 

Finish the bamboo 
for the frame of the 
elevator to 1-16 inch 
square. Perhaps the 
best. method of shap- 
ing it is to bend the 
strip to form one-hag® 
the elevator, as Fig- 
ure V indicates. Bend 
the strip over an 
open flame, just as 
you did the wing 
tips. 


COMPLETE INCLUDING 
MAILING, 65c. 
2 BALSA SPARS oi face vs $.06 
2 PROPELLER BLOCKS x 
2 MOTOR STICKS .... 
WOOD FOR FIN .. 
1 PIECE BAMBOO 
1 THRUST BEARING . 
2 WASHERS 


ee isn’t easy to buy balsa wood, 
music wire, Japanese Imperial 
tissue and other materials, in small 
enough quantities for just one or 
two planes. And substitutes aren’t 
very satisfactory. Balsa, the wood 
that is one-half lighter than cork, 
is the best possible wood for 
model airplanes. Japanese Imper- 
ial tissue is one of the strongest, 
lightest papers known, Ambroid 
cement will glue a joint so stoutly 
that it will be stronger even than 
other parts of the plane! 

To get the best results, you will 
want these materials. To remove 
the difficulty of securing them, 
Merrill Hamburg, secretary of the 
Airplane Model League of Amer- 
ica, has arranged to send you the 
following kit, at cost. It contains 
not only the necessary materials 
for building the indoor pusher, but 
the small metal fittings, already 
bent to the proper shape. It con- 
tains extra balsa for the propeller, 


1 FRONT HOOK . 


1 SHEET JAPANESE 
TISSUE 

1 SMALL BOTTLE 
BANANA OIL 

1 SMALL BOTTLE 
CEMENT etree. 

1 RUBBER MOT' é 

SPECIAL WING BAN 


the motor stick and wing spars, so 
that if you spoil one piece you 
will be able to try again. 

Only A. M. L. A. members may buy 
this kit. If you’re not a member, add a 
two-cent stamp to your order, fill out the 
coupon on page 64, and get your member- 
ship card and button. 

To obtain the complete kit, send 65 
cents in cash or money order to Merrill 
Hamburg, Secretary of the Airplane Model 
League of America, Corner Second and 
Lafayette Boulevards, Detroit, Michigan. If 
you want less than the complete kit, send 
Mr. Hamburg the total cost of the parts 
you wish plus five cents for packing and 
mailing. If your order totals less than 25 
cents, stamps will be accepted. For larger 
orders, you must send cash or a money 
order. 

The League has been informed 
by the Canadian Customs office 
that Canadian boys will have to 
pay a duty of about 22 cents on 
the complete kit. This duty, how- 
ever, the boy may pay at his local 
post office when he receives the 
kit. 


you’ve probably been 
careless in finishing 
your parts to the cor- 
rect dimensions. Per- 
haps you have not set 
your fin correctly 
upon the motor stick. 
Maybe your elevator 
doesn’t have enough 
lift. In that case, you 
will want to build an- 
other ship, profiting 
by your experience 
and working more 
earefully. If your 
plane climbs too rap- 
idly, set the wing back 
toward the propeller. 
If it climbs too slow- 
ly, set the wing for- 
ward. Once you have 
the proper adjust- 
ment, your ship will 
give you a smooth, 
steady flight that will 
delight you and as- 
tonish your friends. 
Next month, you 
are going to build the 
prize indoor plane of 
them all—the indoor 
duration model. This 
is the type you will 
enter in your local— 
and if you're lucky— 


» the national contest. 


Turn to Page 63 for 
more information 
about this model. 
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WHEN BETTER AUTOMOBILES ARE BUILT . , BUICK WEL: BU ee THEM * 


“You should see the hills they 
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use to 


test Buicks at the Proving Ground” 


“Say, fellows, if you think we’ve got steep hills 
around here, you ought to go out to the Gen- 
eral Motors Proving Ground, near Milford, 
Mich., and see the hills they use to test Buicks. 


“J’ve been there, and I know. And believe me, 
they’re the steepest hills I ever saw. They told 
me they had to hunt a long time to find a 
place with hills like that, which was near the 
General Motors factories. 

“They’ve built all kinds of roads out there, 
too,—concrete, gravel, tar, and just plain 
country roads, full of ruts and bumps. 


“Butit doesn’tseem to make any difference how 
steep the hill is, or what kind of road is on it, 
those Buicks go right on up, and over the top. 


“That’s because Buick’s six-cylinder Valve-in- 
Head engine is so powerful, and because, by 
testing Buicks year in and year out, summer 
and winter, they are always finding ways to 
make them better. 

“Yes, sir, I’ve always believed the Buick slo- 
gan, ‘When Better Automobiles Are Built, 
Buick Will Build Them.’ And now I know 
why it’s exactly the truth!” 


BUICK MOTOR COMPANY, FLINT, MICHIGAN, Division of General Motors Corporation. Canadian Factories: MCLAUGHLIN BUICK, Oshawa, Ontario 


BUICK#1928 
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The BladesMen Swear By~not At 


Off like a flash! Gains against the 
stiffest opposition from the very first 
down. You can depend on a Durham- 
Duplex in any tough spot. 


The long, powerful Durham - Duplex 
blades are reeling off yards of perfect 
shaves to the enjoyment of more than 
14,000,000 men today. 


You, also, can get a good kick out of 
this shaving game. Just send coupon be- 
low or see your nearest dealer. This will 
entitle you to a Durham-Duplex Razor 
with one of the famous blades — both 
from our regular $1.50 sets, for only 
twenty-five cents. Get yours today and 
start the shaving season off right. 


NEW DURHAM-DUPLEX SETS. 
Either type razor in handsome case 
with two 50c packages of blades, 
$1.50 complete. Interchangeable 
blades 50c for a package of 5. 


DURHAM-DUPLEX RAZOR CO., Jersey City, N. J. 
Factories: Jersey City; Sheffield, Eng.; Paris, Franc 
Toronto, Can. Sales Representatives in all Countries. 


Get a genuine 
Durham-Duplex Razor 
with one blade for 


25¢c 


poe 
i DURHAM-DUPLEX Razor OO., Jersey City, N. J. i] 
| Long handled (Address for Canada, 50 Pearl St., Toronto, Can.) 1 
I Type I enclose 25c for razor and blade—check type preferred. I 
| I 
1 MURIRS oars ccc szavad Sate savetys3uctaze Re peage Nhe LEA ' 
1 Address H 
| I prefer the Long Handled Type... Safety Type. Ai I 
a a eo eS es ll 


EMPIRE Horizontal Electric Steam Engine B-30 


’ New! Electric Steam Engines 


AY,don’t you fellows know what an Electric Steam engine 
is yet? There are 4 kinds—Single Horizontal, Twin 


VerticalDon- 
phase Tur- 
byelectrically 
generated steam. Then 
there’s an EMPIRE 
Electric Hot-air Expansion Type. O| Get the dope on these 5 
kinds of EMPIRE engines—pictures, specifications, everything 
you need sent free if you shoot us a card. Ask for EMPIRE 
Engines at hardware, electrical and department stores, too. 


METAL WARE CORPORATION 
Sales Office: 111 W. Washington St., Chicago Factory: Two Rivers,Wis. 


EMPIRE 


Electric Steam and Electric Hot Air Engines 


Horizontal, 
key; Single- 
bine, all run 


1. Whistle; 2. Throttle; 3. Water Gauge; 
4. Stack and safety valve; 5. Cylinder; 
6, Fly-wheel; 7. Pulley; 8. Copper boiler; 
9. Cast iron base; 10, Cord and plug. 


THE AMERICAN Boy 


Russ Drops In 


(Continued from page 16) 


cautiously forward. Not a soul was in 
sight and Russ, his blue eyes alight, re- 
laxed a trifle. Suddenly his red head was 
thrown back and his laugh resounded 
through the forest. Any moment might 
see the attack of the Sibley clan, but life 
was good. 

“We'll make it, Lize!” he told her ex- 
ultantly. 

Then he sobered, and his eyes softened 
as they rested on that tear-stained face, 
He had fought out the question of 
whether or not he should take her in the 
ship the night before, and she under- 
stood. He had remembered a certain 
field, ten miles away, far out of Sibley 
territory. And Lize, forest girl that she 
was, had contemptuously laughed at the 
suggestion that it would be a hard ordeal 
for her to get there alone. 

Russ thrust all the money he had with 
him—twenty-five dollars—into her hands. 

“T’'ll meet you at the field in less than 
two hours,” he reminded her. “If anything 
goes wrong—you'll go to Harpersburg.” 

She nodded, and disappeared into the 
woods, 

Russ, working swiftly, strapped the ex- 
tra seat-pack parachute on Harwell. 

“Law in the Air Service,” he said 
quickly. “I'll untie your hands when we 
get in the air. If anything goes wrong, you 
just pull this ring and float down. Here 
we go—get in.” 

Harwell, unable to resist, climbed in 
without a word, and Russ strapped him in 
with the safety belt. The next second he 
had primed the motor, and pressed the 
self-starter. The Liberty roared into life. 

His own ’chute on, he gave the Briston 
the gun. The twelve-cylinder motor, cold 
as it was, fired rhythmically. Russ, a grin 
of triumphant satisfaction on his face, 
eased the ship off the ground. 

He headed straight for Louisville, fifty 
miles away. The Briston winged its way 
forward and upward at a hundred miles 
an hour. In a few minutes they would be 
out of the danger zone—and the prisoner 
who was so mysteriously important to the 
country would have been delivered by 
Lieutenant Russell Farrell. It was too bad 
the young mountaineer was in such a 
state, Russ reflected pityingly. Bud Har- 
well was going through the tortures of a 
condemned prisoner needlessly. 

Russ got out his knife, opened it as he 
held the stick between his knees, and 
turned around in his seat. 

Then his body snapped upright, and his 
numbed brain could scarcely comprehend 
what he saw. 

Harwell, in some manner, had sawed 
the string around his wrists, for his hands 
were free. He was standing in the back 
cockpit, leaning forward as he fought the 
terrific airblast compounded of the speed 
of the ship and the propeller blast, and his 
eyes were those of a man gone mad. One 
hand was in the ripcord ring of his para- 
chute, and Russ realized that he was in 
the air with a temporary lunatic, The 
woodsman, wild with terror of the un- 
known, preferred to take a fighting chance 
for his life right then— 

Before the paralyzed Russ could move 
a muscle, Harwell had pulled the ripcord. 
The wind caught his opening ’chute, and 
whisked him from the plane. 


N less than a second, it seemed, a thou- 

sand things had shot through the 
young pilot’s mind. Harwell was swing- 
ing below’ his ’chute, a hundred feet be- 
hind the ship as Russ cut the gun. The 
loss of a ship was as nothing to the loss 
of Harwell, as far as the government was 
concerned. He must go after Harwell. 
And he could not give the woodsman one 
minute’s start on him in the woods—he 
would surely escape. Russ must beat him 
down! 

Two seconds after Harwell had opened 
his ’chute, Russ, white-faced and with a 
prayer in his heart, dove head foremost 
over the side of the ship. 

He must get down as long as possible 
before the mountaineer. And so, forcing 
himself to wait, before opening his ’chute, 
he dropped, his body turning head over 
heels, through the air. He seemed to be 


doing somersaults. The rush of the air 
grew stronger—it was tearing the breath 
from his nostrils. Now he was dropping 
like a rocket. Five hundred, eight hun- 
dred, a thousand feet— 

He must beat Harwell down. This 
thought kept clicking through Farrell’s 
chaotic mind with the regularity of train 
wheels clicking over the rails. And it was 
this thought that steeled him to wait—to 
risk all in a glorious gamble with fate. 

Toward the last the ground seemed to 
spring upward to meet him. It was then, 
and only then, that Russ, appallingly 
dizzy and sick, pulled the ripcord. 

If the ‘chute would only hold! Perhaps 
the terrific speed would rip it to pieces. 

The pilot ’chute sprang out. In an in- 
con the main ’chute was pulled from its 

ag— 

As the big white silk umbrella caught 
the air Russ, for the moment, was next 
door to unconsciousness. The springs at his 
shoulders were jerked to extreme tension 
in a fraction of a second. His body we: 
bent double, and every muscle and bone 
seemed to be torn apart. That endless 
stop was a shock like a knockout blow, 
and it was many seconds before Russ, his 
head aching and his eyes bloodshot and 
wet, looked around him weakly as he 
swung in wide arcs. He scarcely noticed 
the ship when it crashed. 

He was eight hundred feet below Har- 
well now, and five hundred feet to one 
side. Russ, his superb vitality coming to 
his rescue, seemed to snap into full reali- 
zation of the emergency. Grasping the 
shroud lines from harness to ’chute edges 
on one side, he slipped the ’chute, and 
came nearer to Harwell’s line’ of descent. 

There were a few small clearings below, 
luckily, and he landed in a heap in one 
of them, instead of in the trees that 
seemed to be reaching for him hungrily as 
he dropped. He unsnapped the harness 
buckle the instant he landed, and ran like 
mad. Harwell was five hundred feet high, 
dropping at fifteen feet a second as Russ 
tore through the woods toward the spot 
where he would alight. He burst through 
the undergrowth into the tiny open space 
where the Kentuckian, by a miracle, 
landed, and his Colt was trained on the 
mountaineer as Harwell was dragged by 
his ’chute until stopped by the trees. 

“Well, I guess we walk to Louisville,” 
Russ told him. “And it would have been 
so much easier to ride!” 

They did have to walk fifteen miles; it 
proved ten miles to the field where 
they picked up Lize, and five more until 
Russ could commandeer a battered Ford 
to make the twenty-five-mile journey to 
Louisville. Before that journey was over, 
Harwell was somewhat reassured concern- 
ing the greeting awaiting him, and Lize, 
consequently, was happier. A week later 
both of them were even happier. Lize 
had been received with open arms, in 
Daysville, by elderly Major Thomas and 
his wife, who had long been wanting an 
adopted daughter. Harwell, the thousand- 
dollar reward in his hands, had gone back 
to the mountains with three brand new 
rifles and a good horse. Russ finally 
learned that the mountaineer, during his 
few days of enforced service in the army 
during the last days of the war had, by a 
freak of circumstance, witnessed things 
that he did not understand. Those same 
things though, described on the witness 
stand, enabled the government to clinch 
its case against certain officials who had 
done that most despicable of deeds: swin- 
dled their country in the hour of its 
greatest: need. 

eae | 

In Russ Farrell’s pilot book—that of- 
ficial record of every flight made by an 
army airman during his career—there ap- 
pear two entries that always give the stal- 
wart young pilot a kick when he happens 
to see them. Many stories are hidden be- 
hind colorless words in a pilot book. The 
entries are these: 

August 6th. Flying time, 2 hrs. 1 min. 
Special mission to Sibley, Ky. 

August 7th. Flying time 20 min. Bris- 
ton No. 45 crashed. Mission successfully 
completed. 


November, 1927 
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LIFT UP YOUR EYES ! 


How long ago did Wilbur Wright circle the 
drill field at Fort Myer while a few score of 
astonished witnesses stared open-mouthed at 
the sight of this first man to fly with wings 
for more than an hour? . . . 

How long ago did the intrepid Bleriot 
hop in his flimsy, scorched monoplane from 
France to land precariously on the cliffs of 
Dover? .. . 


How long ago did Graham-White circle 
the Statue of Liberty, struggling dexterously 
with his hands to maintain equilibrium? . . . 


It seems only yesterday! 


Yet in the few brief years since then man 
has learned a new technic in existence. He 
has explored the earth’s atmosphere, his noble 
machine climbing on after human faculties 
had failed. He has skimmed lightly 
over the impenetrable ice barriers of the 
polar regions. : He has taken in his 
flight not only the gray, fog-blanketed waters 
of the North Atlantic, but the empty blue 
seas of the South Atlantic— the Mediter- 
ranean—the Pacific—the Indian Ocean—the 


Gulf of Mexico. . . . He has soared con- 
fidently over the sands of Sahara and the 
Great Arabian Desert, where only the camel 
had dared venture before. He has 
skimmed the terrible dark jungles of the 
Amazon, and scaled high above the silent 
places of Alaska. . He has flown in 
squadrons from the Cape of Good Hope to 
London. . . . In squadrons he has circled 
South America. . . . Jn squadrons he has 
circumnavigated the globe! 


And in the ordinary routine of transpor- 
tation service he travels on fixed schedules 
over airways that streak the skies of Europe 
and North America. Mail. Passengers. 
Express. The world is rapidly assigning spe- 
cial duties to this safe vehicle that cuts time 
in two. 


Is there any epoch in all history that has 
been so sudden in growth from birth to uni- 
versal achievement? . . . so dramatic in its 
nature and accomplishments? . . . so rich 
in promises for the future? 


Perhaps the most significant thing in 


the great accomplishment of young Colonel 
Lindbergh is that in him the world sees the 
first outstanding example of a generation that 
is born air-conscious! Just as the past genera- 
tion was born to steam, accepting railway 
transportation as an accomplished fact—and 
just as the present generation has accepted the 
automobile as a customary vehicle—so does 
the rising generation lift up its eyes to the 
skies! It may be hard still for many of us to. 
accept the fact, but it is certain that the aero- 
plane will give as great an impetus to advanc- 
ing civilization as did the automobile. 

In this firm belief the Ford Motor Com- 
pany is devoting its activities and resources 
to solving the problems that still face com- 
mercial aviation. In factory equipment, in 
laboratory experiment, in actual flights, the 
Ford Motor Company is establishing a foun- 
dation for one of the greatest industries the 
world has yet known. Within the last two 
years pilots have flown over the established 
Ford air routes, carrying freight, on regular 
daily schedules, a distance of more than 
700,000 miles. 


FORD MOTOR COMPANY 
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“Worlds - 
Champion CANDY 
—~HOME-MADE” 


That’s what folks think of 
Oh Henry! — absolute 
knockout. ’Cause it’s made 
the home-made way — 
made of the very things, 
the choice, quality things 
that come out of your own 
pantry. And we don’t care 
who knows it. That’s why 
we tell just how we make 
Oh Henry! Look: 


FUDGE CENTER: 1} cups pure cane 
sugar; }¢ teaspoon creamery butter; 
1 cup rich, full cream milk; 1 cup 
corn syrup; white of one egg. 


CARAMEL LAYER: 4 teaspoons 
creamery butter; 1)4 cups corn syrup; 
3 cups rich, fulleream milk; 4 tea- 
spoon salt, 


PEANUT LAYER: 3 cups prime No.1 
Spanish whole nuts, roasted in oil 
(hulls removed), 


CHOCOLATE COATING: Melt 
one pound pure milk chocolate. 


So if you are one of the mil- 
lions who know how good 
home-made candy can be, 
just ask for Oh Henry! at 
any candy counter. 


CANDY MADE THE HOME-MADE WAY 


Tue AMERICAN Boy 


Drumbeaters Island (Continued from page 13) 


the rajah’s yacht, how I’d got back to 
Brassgat’s Island, and how mean and 
ornery I felt every time I thought of that 
day with the lawnmower—and I thought 
of it every day. I didn’t paint any pic- 
tures of my doings on the island that 
would make Hoppy wish he’d lit out from 
the Academy with me. He would have 
made a good pal if he had come, I knew 
that and I wished he had, but he’d done 
what was right; I’d done what I thought 
was right at the time, but it had turned 
out to be all wrong and now I was pay- 
ing for it. I didn’t say that in the let- 
ter, because it would have sounded like I 
was wailing, but I ended up by telling 
him good-by and saying that we'd prob- 
ably never see each other again because 
he would grow up an educated man and 
go to college and all, while 7 was born a 
gink and would live in the sticks all my 
life. 

Writing a letter to Captain Sharick was 
not so easy. I spent two whole evenings 
blackening sheets of paper and tearing 
them up before I could say what I 
wanted. When I finally got it finished, it 
wasn't what I wanted to tell him, but it 
was the only thing I could say, not hav- 
ing a leg to stand on. I said I was sorry, 
but that I reckoned there wasn’t any use 
trying to make a silk purse out of a pig’s 
ear. I said if I never heard from him 
again I would know he was through with 
me, and though I didn’t like to think 
about it, I wouldn’t kick, because it was 
all that I deserved. 1 signed myself 
“yours respectfully” and sent it to him in 
care of the bank in New York where my 
money was. 

As for the money, I reckoned I could 
get on without that for the time. It did 
not seem to me that I had any real right 
to it, after what I’d done; and I'd always 
managed before—it doesn’t take much to 
buy grits down my way. Between getting 
alligator hides, fishing, and guiding 
Northerners when the season opened, I 
reckoned I could keep going. 

But what gripped me the most was that: 
I didn’t enjoy life the way I used to be- 
fore I went North to go to school. I kept 
busy all day, there was lots to do getting 
the house in order and the books un- 
packed from the boxes where I’d put 
them, and I set ’coon traps and fished for 
amberjack and trout in the pass and 
swam on Caxzhatchee Beach. Everything 
was the same as it had always been ex- 
cept me. It’s justice, I suppose; you do 
something you know you oughtn’t to do 
and you get paid out every time. And I 
was lonesome besides. 


Ua the day was almost over I'd 
clean forgotten that it was my birth- 
day; living the way I do you lose track 
of what day and date it is. Ducks were 
coming south and I’d spent the morning 
with Old Bess, my shotgun, sneaking along 
the shore of Chokoloskee Bay. I bagged 
six mallards, shooting from under cover of 
the mangroves, and at noon I turned 
homeward. In Florida, ducks don’t 
amount to much for eating unless you get 
them as soon as they’ve arrived, before 
they’ve had a chance to eat fish. The 


waters around my place don’t grow any - 


regular food, like wild cclery, for instance, 
and after a duck’s filled up on little fish 
for a week he tastes so fishy himself no- 
body, not even a Seminole, would relish 
eating him. But the six that I’d bagged 
were all right and I knew that old man 
Gatewood would give me a quarter apiece 
for them, not in money, but on account of 
what I owed him &y bacon, beans, sugar, 
and coffee. 

So it was that afternoon that I rowed 
across the bay to the store. It was a 
bright sunny day with a gentle southeast 
wind. I lazied along, letting the breeze 
do most of the work and stopping on a 
sand bar to take a swim. I did a little 
casting with a shiner and caught three 
trout. When I got to Chokoloskee I 
found old man Gatewood in the back of 
the store, tilted back in a chair made out. 
of an old sugar barrel, reading the Flam- 
ing Sword. He prodded the ducks and 
allowed he could credit me with a quar- 
ter for each of them. 

“There’s a letter for you,” he said, get- 


ting up and going to the little box at the 
front of the store which served as the post 
office. 

I was all excited right away; letters are 
mighty scarce with me. While Mr. Gate- 
wood was hunting around for it, I hap- 
pened to look at a calendar on the wall. 

“What day’s to-day?” I asked him. 

“Lessee,” he said, scratching his head. 
“The Myrtie was here yesterday; I reckon 
it’s Saturday.” 

I reckoned so too; that made it my 
seventeenth birthday, the twenty-first of 
November. I don’t know why, but I had 
a sudden feeling that everything was going 
to be all right. You can’t go on feeling 
low and discouraged all the time, and, 
somehow, discovering I was seventeen 
years old and learning that there was a 
letter for me at the same time seemed to 
put sand in my craw. Old man Gatewood 
finally found the letter—it was in his 
pocket all the time—and I went outside 


STARTING NEXT MONTH 


“Barrett of the 
Air Police” 


By Thomson Burtis 


A story of the world in 1980. 
A story of great air liners, of 
a marvelous plane that can go 
from New York to Chicago 
in less than two hours. A 
story in which you'll meet 
Tink Barrett, grandson of the 
famous Russ Farrell, playing 
a perilous role. It’s a two- 
part serial. 


DON’T MISS IT! 


and sat down under a cocoanut palm to 
read it, 

The address, scrawled in pencil, looked 
to me like Pineapple’s writing, and the 
stamp had a picture of a man with a 
beard on it and Bahamas Postage, One 
Penny. I ripped open the envelope; the 
letter was on two sheets of wrapping 
paper. I straightened it out and read: 


dear friend Lex, i reckon you was 
lucky not to sign on this louse-bound 
yacht i would be mighty glad to have 
you here but its better you should be 
back in America theres mighty mys- 
terus goings on and i figger till im 
blew in the face what this here rah- 
jah is up to they treat me all right 
when im on deck then they go throw 
me in irons between times thats where 
i was the day you was on board i 
hered you singin but i could not do 
nothing but kick because they had a 
gag on me they only let me loose to 
pick up New Providence then bang 
into irons again were in Nassau now 
the rahjah says ill be a dook an 
mighty rich when we get to Drum- 
beaters Island but i cant figger if 
he’s a mighty smart man or a Scoun- 
drill i do know hed be a mad thing if 
he knew Lion L. the cook was sneakin 
this letter ashore to mail you was al- 
ways a great one for adventures Lex 
its too bad you aint going to Drum- 
beaters with me the rahjah says there 
will be big doings when we get there 
if you should come over there you 
would find me in chains or a dook 
with a gold crown i dont know wich 
ithought my luck had changed but now 
i aint so sure if you come to Drum- 
beaters may be the rahjah will make 
you a dook too ha ha im alright but 
daggone tired bunking with a ten foot 
snake yr truly Pineapple, 


When I finished that letter, I could 


have kicked myself. So Pineapple was 
on the Zuleika all the time; he was tap- 
ping on the galley bulkhead while I was 
singing Miss Bailey two feet away. But 
why was he bound and gagged? He was 
right about the “mysterus goings on.” It 
all stumped me. Pineapple was kid- 
napped, apparently, and didn’t know any 
more than I did what that hook-nosed 
English rajah was going to do with him. 
That craft and its crew were up to no 
good, certainly, to carry on like that. I 
read the letter over again and studied and 
racked my brains for a plan. To be so far 
away made me feel mighty helpless. 


quer sun was getting low as I pulled 
the skiff across the bay toward home, 
still thinking of Pineapple in irons on the 
rajah’s yacht. He hadn’t said for me to 
come after him, but I guessed from his 
letter that he wished I would; and there 
didn’t seem to be a chance in the world. 
I couldn’t go gallivanting off to the Ba- 
hamas in a skiff. The sun was down in 
the trees on Caxahatchee when I turned 
into the bayou and headed for my dock. 
Two miles of pulling on the oars and 
cudgeling my skull hadn’t given me a 
notion of what to do. That feeling that 
everything was going well had been short- 
lived. Now I was lower than ever. 

“What ho!” came a yell across the 
water, and I nearly fell out of the skiff: 
I knew that voice. 

“What ho! I say!” 

I turned and thought I must be dream- 
ing. A familiar white dinghy was moored 
at my place and Captain Sharick, himself, 
was standing on the dock. 

“Great day in the morning!” I shouted 
and laid onto the oars. 

“Great afternoon in the evening, you 
mean. Get ashore here and welcome your 
guests.” 

I shot the old skiff under the dock and 
leaped ashore; I never was so glad to see 
anyone. The captain and I shook hands 
like a couple of wild men, dancing around 
on the dock and clapping each other on 
the shoulders like to raise blisters; and 
me too astonished to do anything but 
gape like a dying fish. 

“T thought you were in Canada,” I 
gasped when I got my breath. 

“T was, but I ain’t,” he said, “and how 
are you, you lawnmowing son of a sea 
cook?” 

“T’m fine, now; did you get my letter?” 

“No, I haven’t had one since you—er— 
graduated, but I know all about your ex- 
ploits. In fact, you’re famous, you and 
your partner in agricultural pursuits. He’s 
here now.” 

“Who's here now?” 

“Hopkins!” yelled the captain, turning 
to the house. 

And there in the door stood Hoppy 
Clarke, looking kind of pale and skinny, 
but grinning like a Chessy cat. I was up 
the path in three jumps. 

“Jee-rusalem! I’m glad to see you,” I 
said as we shook hands, hard. 

“Easy on the invalid!” said the cap- 
tain. “He's been sick.” 

“Isn’t it swell!” Hoppy cried. 

“Great guns!” I chattered, so excited 
and glad to see them that I couldn’t talk 
straight. “Where did you—how’d you get 
—Are you fired too?—and I thought the 
captain was in Canada, Great day! And 
it’s my birthday—what a birthday! the 
best one I ever—Whoopee!” 

We were all talking at once and laugh- 
ing and hollering. 

“—been in Florida three days,” shouted 
Hoppy, “and haven’t seeh an alligator.” 

“Where's the Camel II?” This from me. 

Geren in the pass and riding like a 
gull.” 

“And you-all are going to stay?” 

“All winter, if you treat me right,” said 
Hoppy. 

I let out another whoop and turned a 
handspring in the path. 

“How about stirring up a little slum?” 
suggested the captain. “Hopkins and I 
have been living kind of low since we left 


Peace River—too much of a hurry to get 


here to stop to cook.” 

“My gosh, yes!” I said. “I’ve got some 
trout in the skiff. Do you like fish, 
Hoppy?” 
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“Sure I like them, and I’m glad I do, 
because if I didn’t like them I wouldn’t 
eat them, and I love them.” 

It was one of Hoppy’s jokes; we all 
burst out laughing. 

We all poured into the house and 
started to get supper, shouting questions 
back and forth and not waiting for any 
answers, the way people do when they 
meet again after not seeing each other for 
a long time. When we finally sat down to 
fried trout and grits, the whole story 
came out. 


UST after I’d left running from the 
Academy the captain had finished up 
his work for the lumber company and 
come East, expecting, of course, to find 
me at my books. But I had departed “for 
parts unknown,” as he said. And Hoppy 
was in the school infirmary with a bad 
ease of bronchitis. Hoppy’s father was 
there, mighty worried, and he and the 
captain got to talking. There wouldn’t be 
any more school that year for Hoppy and 
Mr. Clarke wanted to send him to a warm 
climate, some place where he could get 
plenty of sun and swimming. Then my 
letter came along, saying that I hadn’t 
gone to the Bahamas after all. Hoppy 
was sitting up and taking notice by that 
time. He was the one that settled it; if 
he was going to be exiled to a place in the 
sun, he said, he chose Brassgat’s Island. 
Captain Sharick was coming down for a 
cruise in the Camel II, anyway, and he 
said he’d be glad to look after Hoppy. 

“So here we are,” he said. “The blush- 
ing Camel slid down the ways day before 
yesterday and we came down outside the 
islands without a stop. To-morrow we'll 
tie up at your dock and take on water, 
get some supplies from Chokoloskee, and 
then we’re set for a high, wide, and hand- 
some cruise to wherever fortune leads us. 
Our most pressing duty is to feed our 
second mate,” he clapped Hoppy on the 
shoulder, “and see that he gets plenty of 
sleep and sunshine. In a month I'll bet 
he’ll be tough enough to bite a shark.” 

“I’m biting a trout now,” said Hoppy, 
with his mouth full. “I expect I'll work 
up to a shark in time.” 

“And after that, whales.” 

“Like Jonah,” said Hoppy. 
Pineapple? I’d like to see him.” 

By golly! Until he said that, I'd forgot- 
ten all about Pineapple. 

“So would J; look at this.” And I 
pulled out the letter and threw it across 
the table to the captain. 

“He did sail on the Zuleika, after all,” 
I said. “Read it aloud, Cap.” 

The captain did, knitting his brows and 
looking mighty puzzled. 

“Just who is this rajah?” he asked. 

I told him all about what had hap- 
pened that day on the Zuleika and de- 
scribed the hawk-nosed man and the two 
Turks as well as I could. 

“A nice lot,” muttered the captain. 
“You do pick up the queerest fr 
Lex: Tooke, Belisario, and now 
that knocks you cold and kidnap: 
apple—at least this letter sounds to me 
like kidnapping. Look here! Is this Pine- 
apple on the level?” 

“Certainly he is,” I said. “He’s just a 
cracker, of course, and sort of simple- 
minded, I reckon, but he’s as honest as 
they make ’em,” 

“T suppose so, but in this letter he 
sounds sort of willing; he’s able-bodied 
enough to get away if he wants to, I 
should think.” 

“But he says they throw him in irons.” 

“But in the meantime, when they let 
him on deck to navigate their blinking 
boat, he could make a break, it seems to 
me.” 

“But he can’t swim.” 

“That-.has a bearing on the case, I 
admit; and what does he mean by bunk- 
ing with a ten-foot snake?” 

“Blessed if J know!” 

The captain read the two scrawled 
sheets again. Pineapple doesn’t write let- 
ters easily; you have to guess where the 
capital letters and punctuation marks are 
supposed to go, but on second reading it 
seemed clear enough. Pineapple was prac- 
tically a prisoner, and whether this rajah 
and his turbaned followers were up to 
any skullduggery or not, they had forced 
Pineapple to go with them, besides nearly 
braining me to get rid of me. Hoppy got 
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“Red-Head” Sets Chrysler 
Performance Farther Ahead 


With the new Chrysler “Red-Head” 
engine, previous Chrysler ratios of fuel 
compression—which have always been 
higher than those of ordinary engines 
—are again increased, adding still more 
speed, acceleration and hill-climbing 
ability to the standards announced. 


The ‘‘Red-Head” is standard on the 
roadsters of the New Chrysler “52,” the 
Great New “62,” Illustrious New “72” 
and the Sport Roadster of the Imperial 
“80.” It is available at small extra cost 
for all other body models of these lines, 
as well as for earlier Chrysler models 
now in the hands of owners. 
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Much More 


e Money - 


TNeras ae recognition of its pre-eminent 
value has swept the Great New Chrysler “62” 
with giant strides to topmost rank among all sixes 
in its price class. ‘ 


The way this new Chrysler has captured popular 
preference is nothing short of phenomenal—and the 
only possible explanation is its obvious superiority 
in all the things that count in a truly modern six of 
moderate price. 


Beauty—of the distinguished order that Chrysler 
originated for the industry to emulate. 


Performance—62 and more exceptional miles an 
hour, with all that such ability means—performance 
so brilliant and keen you recognize it at once as 
belonging only to Chrysler. 


Ultra-modern features—7-bearing crankshaft, invar- 
strut pistons, oil filter, air cleaner, thermostatic heat 
control, 4-wheel hydraulic brakes, etc., etc.,—a com- 
bination of quality features previously found only 
in the famous Chrysler ‘‘70” and other finest sixes. 


Standardized Quality —Chrysler’s inimitable plan of 
precision manufacture—has, in the New ‘62,” 
teached new heights of value-giving, resulting in 
quality so unique in this field as to be amazing. 
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Great New “62” Prices—Touring Car, $1095; Business 
Coupe, $1125; 2-door Sedan, $1145; Roadster (with rumble seat) 
$1175; Coupe (with rumble seat) $1245; 4-door Sedan, $1245; 
Landau Sedan, $1295; f: 0. b. Detroit, subject to current Federal 
excise tax. We are in a position to extend the convenience of 
time payments, Ask about Chrysler's attractive plan... Ail 
Chrysler cars have the additional protection against theft 
of the Fedco System of numbering. 
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(Continued from page 83) ming there as I can here. Come on, Cap- > 
up from the supper table and stretched. tain Sharick, what do you say?” DON T LET 
“Well,” he said, “when do we start?” “Are you on?” The captain was looking 
“Start where?” I asked. at both of us in turn. 
“For Drumbeaters Island.” “Try and get me off,” cried Hoppy. STOREKEEPERS 
“Steady!” exclaimed the captain. “Hooray!” I yelled. “Count me there 
ADIOLT I ES “In the Camel?” I yelled. on rally day.” ” \ 
“You don’t mean to say we're going to The captain was talking to himself. FO OL i OU 
= < loaf around here, with a perfectly good “Long Key to-morrow, or next day, stop 
SOU Eb ieee AP b eae | boat, while a pal is rotting in chains—he at Miami, have to get charts, put on |} WHY BUY CHEAP IMITATIONS 
ay sO See the power oe pode water to-morrow, gasoline, Ens and MADE OF 
5 Turks.” oppy’s eyes sparkled as he~ out loud he said, “That makes it unani- 
( Dwi) warmed up to his subject. “You know mous. A harmless pleasure cruise turns SHODDY WOOL OR COTTON 
ars , what kind of people they are, Lex; if out to be a rescue, or an avenging foray, 


INSIST ON GETTING 


TIMS CAP 


~~ 
‘s 


they nearly knocked your brains out right or a crusade, or what have you. I might 
in Miami there’s no telling what they'll have known something would be stirring 
be up to with poor Pineapple when they around Brassgat’s Island. We'll get away 
get him out there among those islands. jn the morning.” 


We've got to rescue an Fee “Aye, aye, sir,” I saluted. 
“T reckon we ought to,” I agreed, look- “Yo-ho!” said Hoppy, beginning a 9, 

ing at the captain, “but—” solemn hornpipe. 100% PURE WORSTED 
“We're all set for a cruise anyway,” And so it was decided. 

continued Hoppy. “Why not cruise to 

the Bahamas? If it’s me you're thinking (To be continued in the December 

of, I'll get just as much sun and swim- number of THe American Boy.) 


Readers—Here’s Your Chance to 
Turn the Tables! 


OU’RE always being reported upon—what about turning the tables this 
month and reporting upon another fellow, THE AMERICAN BOY? 

On his report card below, you'll find the line-up of subjects he’s carrying in 
November. Please give him a grade in each subject—each story or article listed. 
Give him 100%, 98%, 87%, 75%—whatever you think he deserves on each. 
The story or serial or article you liked the best will naturally get the highest 
YANKEE RADIOLITE grade, and so on down the list. : 7 
$2.25 Cut out the report card below, or copy it; make out your grades (marking 
‘ any unread story or article “Didn’t read,” in the grading space), sign your name, 

IHESE winter mornings keep get- giving your age and address, and mail your report to the address indicated on 
jibes darker and darker—and it the bottom of the report card. Thank you a lot. We'll study your report card 
gets ardertand' harder’ ro ‘tell the carefully, because we want to know, and to buy, just the sort of thing you like 


best. 
time with an —— watch, The 
fe 


Cold & Stormy Weather 


For Boys, Children and Men 


LOOK FOR TIM'S LABEL IN CAP 
TIMS BEAUTIFUL GIFT BOX FREE 


same thing holds good for evenings, WITH EVERY TIMS CAP DEMAND BOX 
too, because it gets dark a whole lot IF YOUR DEALER CANNOT 
earlier now. That's why you will ap- MONTHLY REPORT CARD SUPPLY YOU, WRITE TO 
preciate an oy Sea Radiolite with IM'S CAP CORP. 

the luminous face that sells time in the OF T 50:52:94 W.A7 SUNY. 


dark. No peering! No straining your 


eyes! The numbers and hands on the Name: Gi, iewticne. Boy, NEES At q ome 


face glow brightly—the darker the 


brighter. And the time it tells is the a iis: No ben: 1927 Many models of genuine MOVIE MACHINES 
right time—Ingersoll dependability oR (month) : -/VOVEMEEK, 7° tig caniee Ata ton Eecirai tie ieee 
sees to that. 


CHI most complete and lowest in price—with an 
exchange service. , Films of lending stare and religious 


Subjects \ Ga) 2 RUA SED Inte ing Okra LoGUS NOW! 
When broad day comes the good e PARAMOUNT MFG. 0. 


Dept. 1871N BOSTON, MASS, 


looks of an Ingersoll Radiolite be- The Brown Defender .... 
come as evident as its usefulness in 
the dark. And what fellow doesn’t 
like a stylish watch! New closer cas- 
ing, silver dials, newly designed 
bows and crowns are some of the up- 


to-the-minute style points that make The Sheriton Wallop 
Ingersolls the handsome watches : 
that they are, If there’s one thing The Yale and Princeton Quarterbacks Talk It Over 
Ga dad will be glad to do, it will 
to get you an Ingersoll Radiolite. Drumbeaters Island 
Radiolites $2.25 to $5.50. Russ Drops In 
INGERSOLL WATCH CO. , Inc. A 
New: You? Chicagh’ cy Sen Ranciseo HG ndomitaDlersMlieh. i cel, iyetaSsijsvieea'svie se nee sos aitenae aks 
Sarai taparameenee Wrceremry, Conn Bite Notes iparsec sere crea cacstecete measur «sociale an etat, atieiaisa a 
+++and the — 
The Man Who Played the Game x 


WRIST RADIOLITE - - $4.00 


aegis Ask Your Dealer 
for Bulls Eye BBs 


If you want to be an expert marksman and 
enter our shooting contest free, ask your dealer 
for Bulls Eye Steel Air Rifle Shot and practice 
with the FREE TARGETS he will give you. 

Fifty prizes, including three special Boy Scout 
prizes, will be awarded each month for best 
marksmanship. To be an expert shot you need 
smooth, shiny, steel Bulls Eye BBs. You will 
shoot straight with them, they won't stick in 
your rifle. And you can use them over and over 
again. 

If your hardware dealer doesn’t handle Bulls 
Eye BBs send us his name and address to- 
gether with Sc in stamps and your name and 
address. We ue ae send you a sample tube 
Please mail this AT ONCE to Report Card Editor of Tue et aE ee ne pied hed 


American Boy, 550 Lafayette Boulevard, Detroit, Michigan. NICKEL SIZE TUBE. 


BULLS EYE 
3107 Snelling Ave. Minneapolis, Minn. 
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Special Features 


Visible writing « standard key- 
board: extra wide writing liner 
automatic ribbon reverse + two- 
color ribbon + accurate back 
Spacer + margin stops + margin 
release + dust protection over all 
working points. 


does things in an up-to-the-minute practical way. He uses his Royal Portable, most 
modern of lightweight writing machines, for typing lecture notes, reports, theses, for 
editing school magazines, preparing club bulletins and fraternity notices, and for all - @) rR T A = L Ee 
personal correspondence. 
Light and compact, unequalled for use at home and easy to take anywhere, the 
Royal Portable has standard keyboard, visible writing and many other special features. 
It is built to last a lifetime by the makers of the famous Easy-Writing Royal Type- 


writer, and is finished either in black or your choice of smart colors. 


Priced at $60.00 complete with handsome carrying case, slightly higher in Canada 
—many prefer gradual payments. Typewriting is easy to learn, send for a free copy 
of Van Sant’s Touch Typewriting, and phone the Royal Representative to show you TYP EWRITER 


the Royal Portable today. 


ROYAL TYPEWRITER COMPANY, Inc., 316 Broadway, New York—Branches and Agencies the World Over 
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The speed 
back et- All shoe 


—~VlOW... 
even faster 


“TT DIDN’T know Fie could make Grip Sures any better,” said 


a well-known basket-ball player when we told him about 
the new model just out. 


But when he saw and tried a pair, he wrote, “You've done 
it! They’re the one hundred percent basket-ball shoe.” 


Note these new features of the perfected Grip Sure: 


Korxole Insole—This wonderful insole keeps your feet 
always cool and comfortable—a “healthy-foot” feature 
that’s important. It’s very durable—and it helps to 
make the Grip Sure lighter than ever. 


Sponge Heel Cushion—Takes the jar off the spine. Makes 
the ae Grip Sure sole even livelier and springier. 


Three-Bar Toe Snubber—Gives extra protection to the 
toe; keeps it from breaking through. 


ADD these new features to the “old reliable” suction-cups that 
make Grip Sures the surest-footed shoe ever made—and you 
have a combination that can’t be equalled. Play your games 
this season in these up-to-date shoes. Oh, Boy, you'll show 
some speed! 


It costs more money to build a shoe like the Grip Sure but 
it’s the cheapest in the long run. Only in Grip Sures can you 
get the patented suction-cup soles and these new features. So 
ask for them by name. 


Other Top Notch Gym Shoes 


YOUR dealer has other distinctive Top Notch Canvas shoes for 
basket-ball and gym wear—every pair big value for the money. 


BEACON FALLS RUBBER SHOE CO. 


Makers of Top Notch Rubber and 
Canvas Rubber Sole Footwear 


Beacon Falls - - Connecticut 


TOP NOTCH 


GRIP jj SURE 
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Crusoe Treasure 


(Continued from page 19) 


as part of the Treasure Hunt. Miss Fen- 
ter had told him to do it. So Jibby and 
I found the next clue in the hole in the 
middle of one of the old millstones. It 
was the last clue, too; it was the one 
that told where the treasure was hid. And 
this was the clue, just two lines: 


“ROBINSON CRUSOE OF THE DALE 
SEEK HIM AND YOU WILL NOT 
FAIL.” 


“Come on, Jibby,” I said, jumping for 
our roadster. “That’s another easy one, 
but we’ve got to hustle. Those other fel- 
lows will let out all the speed they’ve got. 
And here they come now! But we’ll show 
them! A peach of a road right back 
through town. Boy, 
this is going to be 
some twenty mile 
race!” 

Because I knew 
where the treasure 
was hid now, you see. 
Back on the other 
side of townand 
about eight miles out, 
there is a cleft in the 
hills that is called 
Ferndale. The state 
bought it and made it 
a sort of park, and 
everybody calls it the 
“dale.” In charge of 
the dale was a man 
named Robinson, and 
he went to work and 
made himself a_ sort 
of cave in the bluff, 
and we all—and 
everybody — _ called 
him “Crusoe.” He had 
a big black dog and 
he even called the 
dog “Man Friday.” So 
that clue was as plain 
as the nose on Jibby’s 
face, and nothing 
could be plainer than 
that. It meant a race 
for Ferndale, after all 
the cars had been held 
up by Joe Bates to 
give them a sort of 
fair start. But Jibby 
did not move. One 
car after another 
came rushing up and 
the treasure hunters 
hurried to look at the 


artist. 


THE COWBOYS’ 
BEST STORY 


By the water hole, the two 
great bulls fought. A ter- 
rific battle! Ask the cow- 
boys who watched, aghast. 
And gallant young Tamer- 
lane won. Lived to fight 
again—against a mad- 


dened lion. A 
“Tamerlane,” 
Neal, with true to life il- 
lustrations by Will James, 
the famous ex-cowboy of 


NEXT MONTH 


folks had brains and some hadn’t, but he 
was always modest, Jibby was. So we 
got into the roadster and started down 
the other road, the Ten Mile Road, that 
led across toward Hettmeyer’s Hill, and 
when we had driven up the lane we saw 
this dear old lady standing in her door, 
smiling and waiting to welcome us, and 
probably wondering why the treasure 
hunters were so long getting there. 

“Dear me!” she said, “I thought no- 
body was ever coming! Do you know 
where to look? Do you?” 

She was just hopping, she was so ex- 
cited, and Jibby Jones gave the hand she 
held out a little shake and went right to 
the little shelf she had her five or six books 
on. Sure enough, there was Robinson 


Crusoe. He took it 
down, but when he 
opened it, the five 


good five-dollar bills 
fluttered to the floor, 
and he did not pay 
them any attention. 
He poked his nose so 
close to the title page 
of the book that it 
almost rubbed it. 
“George,” he said 
in his drawling way, 
but I could see he 
was mighty excited, 
“look at this book! 
Look at it, George!” 
The little old lady 
came fluttering up to 
us and she put a 
hand on Jibby’s arm. 
“Tl lend it to you 
if you want to read 
it,” she said,. “but you 
must be careful with 
it, because it has been 
in my family many, 
many years. My 
great - grandfather 
brought it to America 
when he was a boy, 
and it was his grand- 
father’s before that.” 
“Borrow it?” Jibby 
said, diving his hand 
into his pocket and 
pulling out the scrap 
newspaper that 
had been there ever 
since I told him about 
the hunt. “I won't 
borrow it—I'll sell it 
for you, Mrs. Dale. 


reat story, 
By Bigelow 


clue, and then off 
they went down the 
road toward town. Tad and Wampus and 
Skippy came and read the clue and 
started off again, yelling at us to know 
what we thought we were doing. 

“No, George,” Jibby drawled, “I don’t 
think you’ve got the right meaning. I 
don’t believe Miss Fenter would plan to 
have an automobile race. I don’t be- 
lieve the last clue would be so easy. I 
wouldn’t make the last clue so easy, so 
I don’t believe she would.” 

“Then what does it mean?” I asked. 

“Well, George,” Jibby said, “I try to 
use my brains once in a while and I no- 
tice something about this clue that I did 
not notice in the others. This is the 
only one typewritten entirely in capital 
letters, and there must be some reason 
for that. I think it is because one of 
the words in it had to begin with a capi- 
tal letter, and if Miss Fenter had begun 
that name with a capital letter and used 
small letters for the rest of the name, it 
might have been too easy to guess. And 
I don’t mean ‘Crusoe,’ George.” 

“You mean ‘Dale’,” I said when I had 
looked at the clue again. 

“Yes, George,” Jibby said. “And if 
you stop to remember that this Treasure 
Hunt was got up to help Mrs. Dale save 
her house, and that everyone knows 
where her little shack is, I think you'll 
see that I’m right. The clue must mean 
the book ‘Robinson Crusoe,’ and Mrs. 
Dale must have a copy of it.” 

It sounded like the right answer, and I 
praised old Jibby. But he didn’t say 
anything. He might have said that some 


This is a first edition 
of Robinson Crusoe, 
printed in 1719, and it is worth two thou- 
sand five hundred dollars!” 

The old lady sort of gasped and put one 
hand against the wall to steady herself. 

“Two thousand five hundred dollars! 
You mustn’t make jokes, lad!” 

“But I’m not,” Jibby said, and he was 
smiling. “I’ve just been reading about it, 
and I know.” 

Tears came into Mrs, Dale’s eyes. 

“What a wonderful Thanksgiving,” she 

said. “I won’t be going to the poorhouse, 
after all. What a wonderful Thanksgiv- 
ing? 
Well, just then, in came Skippy and 
Tad and Wampus, and Wampus saw the 
money on the floor, and he made a dive 
for it, but Jibby put out one foot and 
covered it, 

And that’s about all. It was about 
enough. Miss Fenter came, and the other 
treasure hunters came, and Miss Fenter 
had a basket full of cakes and food, and 
there was quite a party, and you never 
saw anyone as happy as that little old 
Mrs. Dale was. And the end of it was 
that Jibby sent the Robinson Crusoe book 
to New York, and got three thousand for 
it for Mrs. Dale. But old Jibby and I 
got the twenty-five. Thanks to Jibby. 


In next month’s Jibby Jones story, George 
says: 

“There were more dogs per person in River- 
bank than in any town I ever heard of, and 
there were more fleas per dog than any dog 
ought to havel’ 

The fleas will tickle you, but something else 
will tickle you even more when the December 
issue brings you “The Great Lazy Mush,’ by 
Ellis Parker Butler! 
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cree everybody knows that 
Louis XVI was the husband of 
Marie Antoinette and was beheaded 
during the French Revolution; that 
it was his aid during the War of Inde- 
pendence which helped make possible 
‘Washington’s victory. But it is not 
so generally known that this king was 
responsible for the present interna- 
tional standard of measurements, 
known as the meter and now used as 
the basis of measurement in official 
flying tests, the Olympic races and in 
the setting of other international 
records. 


Late in the eighteenth century Louis 
XVI, who was a gifted mathematician, 
instructed the French Academy of 
Science to determine a standard of 
measurement which could be con- 
veniently used by all nations. 


After much discussion it was decided 
touseoneten-millionth of the distance 
from Dunkirk, France, to Barcelona, 
Spain, and to call the resulting unit of 
length a meter. 


Any good encyclopedia will tell you 


How Louis xvt 
established a Modern Standard ~ 


the geographical reasons why the dis- 
tance between these two cities was 
chosen instead of some merely arbi- 
trary measurement. 


The measuring began in 1790 and 
took seven weary years to accomplish. 
Though working with the measuring 
instruments of their day, these scien- 
tists were amazingly accurate, for 
modern calculations show that they 
were wrong only by about one ten- 
thousandth of a meter. 


This French meter, which is approxi- 
mately 39.37 inches, has now been 
copied and adopted in the form of a 
platinum bar by the governments of 
practically every civilized country. But 
even these platinum bars, made with 
all the mechanical precision known 
to science, are not absolutely exact. 


Metal tends to oxidize or rust when 
exposed to air. It changes in length 
with the temperature and is correct in 
measurement only at 32 degrees 
Fahrenheit (0° C). It is subject to the 
wear of handling. And all these tend 
to make impossible the exact preser- 


vation of the original and to interfere 
with the exact process of duplication. 


So it would be true to say that there 
is not in existence anywhere any 
physical measuring unit which is 
always exactly equal to one meter. 


But with the advance of modern 
science, light has come to the rescue. 
Light waves are straight and constant 
under all conditions. Neither tempera- 
ture, wear nor oxidation can affect 
them. The gravitational bend of a few 
inches in a million miles, as set forth 
by Einstein, need not be taken into 
practical consideration. 


Measurement by light is as absolute 
as human ingenuity can at present 
devise. That is why the Burroughs 
Adding Machine Company, always 
rigidly insistent on quality and pre- 
cision, decided to complement the 
use of measuring instruments depend- 
ent on touch, such as micrometers, 
by more accurate instruments depend- 
ent on vision, 


They chose for this work the great- 
est optical measuring instruments yet 


Wu thiscombined microscope and light 
device the outline Wi the tinielt screw 
thread, of the smallet gear tooth, of 
the minuteSt die, can be thrown as a 
vastly magnified shadow onto the 
engineer's i age drawing and be 


checked line for line with it. If so 
wished, this shadow can be photo- 
graphed to scale and a permanent 
record kept, With this projector, errors 
of one ten-thousandth of an inch are 
easily detected. The illustration shows 
the checking of the accuracy of mesh- 
ing of two Burroughs adding machine 
wheels in the Burroughs laboratory. 


devised—one of which is so precise 
that it will measure accurately to one- 
millionth of an inch. If every inter- 
national meter were destroyed to- 
morrow by earthquakes, fire or 
revolution, they could be replaced, 
even more accurately, with the aid of 
this device, 


Ever since William Seward Burroughs 
built the first practical adding ma- 
chine over forty years ago, a policy of . 
accuracy in production and fine work- 
manship has been strictly maintained. 


A visit to the Burroughs factory, an 
invitation extended to all who are 
interested, will be to you an experi- 
ence not easily forgotten. It will give 
you a realization of precision beyond 
the ordinary bounds — of precision 
almost beyond belief. 


BURROUGHS ADDING MACHINE COMPANY, 6471 SECOND BOULEVARD, DETROIT, MICHIGAN 


Burroughs Adding Machine 
of Canada, Limited, 
Windsor, Ont. 


BQoOoK KEEPING 


Burroughs 


MACHINES 
FOR EVERY FIGURE 
PROBLEM 


CALL GU 


LATING 


Sales and Service Offices in 
all Peiocipet Cities of 


the World 
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Trains Unruly jae 
to Stay Neatly Combed 


F your hair is difficult to keepin place, | healthy by restoring the natural oils 

or lacks natural gloss and lustre, it is | from which the hair derives its health, 
life, gloss and lustre. 

Try it! See how easy it 
is to keep your hair 
combed any style you 
like, whether parted on 
the side, in the center, or 
brushed straight back. 

If you want your hair 
to lie down particularly 
smooth and tight, after 
applying Glostora,simply 
moisten your hair with 
water before brushing it. 
Alarge bottle of Glostora 
costs but a trifle at any 
drug store. 


SRS Sy eS 
1 


very easy to give it that 
rich, glossy, refined and 
orderly appearance, so es- 
sential to well-groomed 
boys. 

Justruba little Glostora 
through your hair once 
or twice a week —or 
after shampooing, and 
your hair will then stay, 
each day, just as you 
comb it. 

Glostora softens the 
hair and makes it pliable. 
Then, even stubborn hair 
will stay in place of its 
own accord. x 

It gives your hair | 
that natural, rich, well- | 
groomed effect, instead | 

I 
I 
| 
I 


TRY IT FREE 


THE R, L, WATKINS COMPANY 27-G-49 | 
1276 West 3rd Strect, Cleveland, Ohio I 

of leaving it stiff and arti- Ticase send me FREE, asample of GLOSTORA, all charges paid. 
ficial looking as waxy 
pastes and creams do. 
Glostora also keeps the 
scalp soft, and the hair 


lian address; 462 Wellington St., West, Toronto 2-Ont. 
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TRAVEL FOR 


=~ “Uncle Sam” 


Railway Postal Clerks (227.2 437 oa;° 
$1900-$2700 year. Conimon education sufficient. 32-page 
Book describing U. S. Government positions open to men and boys 
18 up and full particulars FREE. Write today sure for your copy. 
FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. R184, Rochester, N. Y. 


Boys & Girls Earn Xmas Money 


Send for 50 seta Christmas Seals. Sell at 10c aset. Return 
83. Keep 82 yourself. Extra 
MANHEIM SUPPLY CO., 


LEARN BASEBALL FROM MACFAYDEN 


Young Red Sox Pitcher has designed the last word in 
indoor baseball games—has everything. High grade, 
instructive, complete every way, Write today for free 
descriptive folder E—a postal will do. 

National Games Co. Newtonville, Mass. 


Boys Make &. 


On runs, 3 days on—3 


$140 edie 


ELL Luminite Radium Pendants. 

show the way to the lights, Put one in 
the darkest room, cellar or garage of your 
friends and neighbors and 3 to 12 will be 
sold on the. spot. 20 per cent brighter than 
others. Guaranteed for five years. Send 
$1.50 for first dozen and sell for $3.00. Or, 
simply send your name and address on 
Postcard and pay the postman $1.50 plus 
10¢ for postage. Your profit will be $1.40 
to $1.50 on each dozen sold. No risk. 
Money refunded on all unsold pendants. 
Fan lots of easy money. Order now from 
the 


Luminite Corporation, 42 Scott St., 


‘They = 


resent FREE for promptness. 
Dept. 29, MANHEIM, PA. 


Newark, N. J. 


The Speed Boys Ride on 
WIN: to" 
Skates 


“THE BEST ICE AND ROLLER SKATES 

Built to give maximum speed always. Look 

at this Winslow Roller Skate with its High 

Speed Rubber Tires and sturdy construc- 

tion. Isn’t it a dandy? 

Winslow’s Ice and Roller Skates are made 

to meet any requirements, This tried and 
true line includes 
the Newldea 
Tube Skate — the 
latest development 
in racing and 
hockey skates. 
You should use our roller skates equipped with our High 
Speed Rubber Tires. If your dealer cannot supply you with 
Winslow’s Skates write to us quick. 
More than 70 years continuous manufacture of Ice and 
Roller Skates, 


THE SAMUEL WINSLOW SKATE MFG. COMPANY 
WORCESTER, MASS. 
New York Office and Warehouse, 


Look like 
BALLOON TIRES 
Don’t they? 


85 Chambers St. 


THE AMERICAN Boy 


Red Crow’s Brother 


(Continued from page 23) 


And we will anyhow each take home a set 
of back ribs,” I said. 

As we were busily skinning the backs 
of the two cows, in order to take off the 
fat-meated hump ribs, the choice part of 
the buffalo, we heard a strange and near- 
by hail of “Hai! Hai!” that startled us, 
set our hearts fast beating. We snatched 
up our guns, looked quickly around. 

There in the edge of the grove stood a 
tall, long-haired man, smiling, making 
again and again the peace sign with his 
upraised hand. His bows and arrows were. 
in the quiver at his left shoulder. A shield 
was suspended from the crook of his left 
arm. He wore buckskin shirt and leg- 
gins, and a cow leather wrap that was 
beautifully embroidered with colored 
quills. For all his apparent friendliness we 
were very suspicious of his intentions. 

“Not a West-side man. Not a Crow. 
Surely not alone,” Red Crow whispered. 

“Who are you?” I signed. 

“White man, be not afraid. I am an 
Earth Houses man. Behind me, near-by, 
are my companions, thirty of them. We 
saw that you are white, knew that you 
would be our friend; so I came first, to 
let you know who we are. We want to 
talk with you,” the man replied. 

“Hal Earth Houses People! Always our 
friends!” Red Crow exclaimed, and 
stepped forward, signing to the man that 
he was a Pikuni. 

“Good! Good!” the man replied as he 
came on and embraced Red Crow, and 
then me, rubbing his red painted cheek 
against mine. And then he shouted to his 
companions and they came trooping out 
from the grove, all of them pleasantly 
smiling, several of the older ones em- 
bracing us. 

We then all sat in a circle, and the 
chief of the party, the man who had first 
appeared, asked the location of our camp. 
He then said—our talk, of course, was all 
in the sign language—that he was leading 
his party to raid the Snakes, or any other 
West-side tribe that he could find, and 
wanted to know if we could tell him 
where any of them were encamped. 


EFORE Red Crow could reply to that, 

I quickly said to him: “If these men 
go on and find and raid the Canoe Peo- 
ple, they will think us the raiders. That 
must not happen. I want the Canoe Peo- 
ple to come over. I want them to trade 
at our Big River Fort. I have not yet 
accomplished my mission—have not found 
the Kootenais and persuaded them to 
come to trade at the fort—and if any- 
thing happens to prevent the Canoe Peo- 
ple from coming, I shall indeed be heavy- 
hearted. I must not completely fail the 
good Factor!” 

“I understand, my brother,” Red Crow 
replied, and signed to the chief: “We do 
not know where the Snakes are encamped. 
Before you cross over the Backbone to 
look for them, or other tribes, stop for 
some nights with us Pikuni. We are about 
to build a great lodge for Sun. There will 
be days of feasting; dancing; of gifts to 
the Traveler-of-the-blue. My father, Lone 
Walker, all of the chiefs, all of the Pikuni 
men, women, and children, will be glad 
to have you with us during that happy 
time.” 

At that the little circle of warriors were 
all smiles. They ‘lapped hands together; 
looked expectantly, pleadingly at their 
chief; and he, smiling, quickly signed to 
us: “Good! Good! Strongly good! We 
shall be glad to stop with you during the 
days and nights of your offering to Sun!” 

“Let us go, then,” Red Crow replied. 

The chief pointed to our kills: “Shall 
we take some of the meat?” he asked. 

“All that you want,” we replied. They 
swarmed around the carcasses, rapidly 
plied their knives, loaded themselves with 
fat ribs and other choice parts, and we 
strung out upon the big trail down the 
valley. 

Such was my first meeting with the 
Earth Lodges People, the Mandans. I 
had heard much about them: they lived 
on the Missouri, below the mouth of the 
Yellowstone, in large, round, earth-covered 
lodges; they raised great quantities of 


corn; their gods were very powerful, en- 


‘ abling them to hold their own against the 


attacks of many enemy tribes. They had 
always been very friendly with the Pikuni. 
I was eager to visit them in their strange 
homes. The time came when I had that 
privilege. ’ 

When we were about halfway to camp, 
I hurried on ahead to apprise Lone 
Walker of the guests that we were to 
have. He was pleased, quite excited about 
it, told his women to prepare a feast of 
the best that they had, and called upon 
several of the clan chiefs and sun priests 
to help entertain them. 

Led by Red Crow and their chief, the 
war party came into camp singing one of 
their tribal songs. As it was with us, the 
chief of the party was also a sun priest; 
a youth close behind him carried his 
sacred pipe and its belongings in painted 
and fringed rawhide pouches. His leather 
wrap was embroidered with a quill-work 
sun of bright colors, that was all of three 
feet in diameter. It was a wonderful 
piece of work. Our people were loud in 
their admiration of it. Men looked ro- 
proachfully at their women and wanted to 
know why they did not do equally beau- 
tiful work with quills of the porcupine? 

Lone Walker and our other chiefs met 
the party, signed to them that they were 
welcome in our camp, that our lodges 
were their lodges. Their chief, his servant 
and four others were given quarters in 
our lodge, and the rest went in small 
parties to the lodges of the other chiefs. 


N our lodge, generous portions of berry 
pemmican and bowls of soup were at 
once set before our guests, and they ate 
slowly, deliberately, with quiet enjoyment. 
Then, when the pipe was going the round 
of the circle, the talk began; in the sign 
language, of course. Lone Walker asked 
about one and another of his Mandan 
friends, and learned that the most of them 
were alive and well. 

The Mandan chief then said that, leav- 
ing his village, he had led his party up 
the Big River—Missouri—to Bear River— 
the Marias; up it to the fork next south 
of the stream that we were encamped 
upon, which was Badger Creek, and then, 
turning north to go through the big pass 
in the mountains, had come upon Red 
Crow and me killing buffalo, for which he 
gave thanks to Sun. He had been hoping 
to find the Pikuni and visit with us for a 
time. Strangely enough, since leaving his 
far-off home, he had seen no_ people, 
friends or enemies, until this day He 
had thought that in. the vicinity of the 
mouth of Little River—Milk River—there 
would be a camp of Cut-throats—Assini- 
boines—and that he might be discovered 
by them, but by the signs that he found 
they seemed not to have been there since 
the disappearance of the ‘winter’s snow. 

Now, just as the Mandan chief finished 
signing that and accepted the pipe in his 
turn, we heard a growing commotion out- 
side. We listened, could not make out 
the cause of it; and then a man came 
hurriedly in to us, crying: 

“Lone Walker! Chief! Down the river, 
not far down it, is a large party of Cut- 
throats!” 

Lone Walker, grimly smiling, signed to 
the Mandan: “You told of the Cut- 
throats, and now this man says that a 
large number of them are near us.” 

“Yes. I needed a beaver,” the man went 
on, with signs too, so that our guests 
would understand him. “When Sun was 
low, I went on foot down the river, look- 
ing for a place to trap one; found no good 
place; kept going until, as night came, I 
found what I sought and set my trap. I 
had bunted all day, was very tired. I 
went back into the timber and lay down 
to rest there until morning, when I would 
take up my trap and my catch and come 
home. But soon I heard voices, the tread 
of many feet. I crept back into the thick 
brush near the river. 

“Came the first ones of a party and 
stopped in front of me; they kept com- 
ing; were many, maybe two hundred. It 
was not yet fully dark; I could see them 
By their dress, their painted pouches, I 
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knew that they were of the Cut-throats 
tribe. As I watched them, they gathered 
wood, built many little fires, began roast- 
ing meat. When all were doing that, none 
walking about, I crept to the river, waded 
it, and came home as fast as I could run. 
I sent my woman to Mad Plume. He is 
now coming here.” 

Our war chief was coming; we could 
hear him shouting that the members of 
the All Friends Society were to gather at 
Lone Walker’s lodge, prepared to go out 
to fight a near-by party of Cut-throats. 

Lone Walker reached out for his gun 
and ammunition, and the Mandan chief 
asked if he were going out to fight the 
enemy. 

“Yes.” 

“My men and I, we go with you,” the 
other signed, and hurried outside and be- 
gan shouting to his, followers, guests in 
ether lodges, to hurry to him. 

Red Crow was excitedly putting on his 
powder horn and ball pouch and examin- 
ing the priming of his gun. He looked 
at me, sitting idly beside him, and cried: 
“Get ready! Hurry!” 

“Not going. I do not care to fight the 
Cut-throats,” I muttered. 

He leaned against me and whispered: 
“Let no one hear you say that!. You are 
a member of the Braves band as well as 
I am;‘we are called; we have to go!” 

Reluctantly I took up my gun and out- 
fit and we joined the big crowd of men 
gathering before our lodge. 


Chapter Thirteen 


E were soon off, Lone Walker, 

Mad Plume, White Weasel—the 

discoverer of the enemy—and the 
Mandan chief, in the lead. Our way for 
several miles was down the ever narrow- 
ing valley, and then along the rim of the 
deep canyon-like gash through which the 
viver flowed. 

Word was presently passed that we were 
to slow up and proceed without noise. We 
sneaked across a bend and were brought 
to a sudden halt: right under us, in a 
dense grove of firs, not more than an acre 
in extent, was the faint glow of a single 
fire. We could not see its flames, only 
the reddish reflection of it in the branches 
of the trees; but when a shower of 
sparks arose as fresh wood was tossed 
upon it, that was proof enough that some 
of the enemy were still awake. Our chiefs 
whispered to one another, and then word 
was passed that we were to spread out, 
descend the steep slope and surround the 
grove, and not enter it until, at dawn of 
the new day, Mad Plume would shout 
to us to rush in and fight the enemy. 

With slow, sure steps we all went down 
the steep slope, Red Crow and I close 
together and sometimes hand in hand. So 
very slow were we and so careful of our 
footing, that we must have been all of an 
hour in making the descent. As we came 
to the foot of the slope and noiselessly 
sat down in the edge of the firs, I looked 
at the Seven Persons, plainly in sight in 
the northern sky, and knew from their 
position that day was not two hours off. 
I dreaded its coming. I did not want to 
take part in the coming fight. 

Though we were at-the foot of the 
slope, were within a hundred steps of the 
lone fire, we could not see it, nor those 
who sat or lay around it, because of the 
dense stand of the young firs. I wondered 
if the others of our party, above and be- 
low the grove, and along its river side, 
were better situated. Suddenly, out to- 
ward the river, a man shouted, then 
shrieked shrilly as if from sharp pain. And 
at that, there was a great burst of move- 
ment and noise in and around that little 
grove. All this was caused, as we after- 
ward learned, by one of the enemy who 
left the fire to go to the river, doubtless 
to drink, and suddenly found himself face 
to face with one of our party, Lone Man, 
lying flat in the willows lining the shore. 
When Lone Man saw that he could not 
avoid discovery, he sprang up and tried 
to seize the Cut-throat and cover his 
mouth, and stab him before he could give 
the alarm. He stabbed him right enough, 
but not before he gave the alarm to his 
companions, and then expended his last 
breath in a shriek of terrible pain. 

“Now! Charge into them!” Mad Plume 
shouted. 
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Radio is better with Battery Power 


NOT because they are new 
in themselves, but because 
they make possible modern 
perfection of radio reception, 
batteries are the modern 
source of radio power. 

Today’s radio sets were 
produced not merely to make 
something new, but to give 
you new enjoyment. That 
they will do. New pleasures 
await you; more especially if 
you use Battery Power. Never 
were receivers so sensitive, 
loud-speakers so faithful; 
never has the need been so 
imperative for pure DC, 
Direct Current, that batteries 
provide. You must operate 
your set with current that is 
smooth, uniform, steady. 
Only such current is noise- 
less, free from disturbing 
sounds and false.tonal effects. 
And only from batteries can 
such current be had. 

So batteries are needful if 
you would bring to your home 
the best that radio has to 
offer. Choose the Eveready 
Layerbilt “B” Battery No. 
486, modern in construction, 


EVEREADY 
Radio Batteries 


-they last longer 


The air is full of things 


Here is the Eveready Layer« 
bilt “B” Battery No. 486, 
Eveready’s longest - lasting 
provider of Battery Power. 


developed exclusively by 
Eveready to bring new life 
and vigor to an old principle 
—aciually the best and long- 
est-lasting Eveready Battery 
ever built. It gives you Bat- 
tery Power for such a long 
time that you will find the 
cost and effort of infrequent 
replacement small indeed 
beside the modern perfection 
of reception that Battery 
Power makes possible. 
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He’s a basket-shooting demon, “Pep” 
Stephens—shot the last goal one- 
handed! Look at him smiling. Real 
teeth he displays, what? Clean and 
white as the top of a new basketball 
shoe. They fairly gleam! 


Pep? He’s full of it, because he 
takes care of himself. And not the 
least of his attention goes to his teeth. 
He goes to his dentist twice a year and 
then he keeps his teeth clean by using 
Colgate’s Ribbon Dental Cream morn- 
ing and evening. i 


The calcium carbonate in this denti- 
frice first removes whatever shouldn’t 
be on or between his teeth. Then the 
detergent washing agent in it washes 
his teeth, mouth and gums absolutely 
clean, just as good soap cleans his face. 
Finished, his mouth feels refreshed, in- 
vigorated, like his skin after a rubdown. 

“Pep” finds using Colgate’s a pleas- 
ure. Not druggy, it is made to clean 
teeth, and his dentist tells him that 
teeth kept clean will be healthy. 
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(Continued from page 39) 

“My children, wholly wipe them out!” 
Lone Walker roared to us. 

“They are all coming this way! Help 
us!” cried Lone Man. 

In answer to that, the shouting of our 
party was like thunder, as we charged 
into the grove. Lone Man was right: the 
Cut-throats were all of them running to 
the river. The few of our number along 
its edge had no power to stop their rush, 
to turn them back into the grove. They 
knew by their shouts that we far out- 
numbered them; their one thought was 
to escape from us. Without making the 
least attempt to fight us, they broke 
through the willows and into the river. 
The water flew as they plunged across. 

Standing upon the shore, our party 
poured into the close.body of them a ter- 
rible shower of bullets and arrows. I stood 
close to Red Crow, a little back of him. I 
aimed at the fleeing enemy, and hesitated 
to pull the trigger. He was shouting, sing- 
ing, as he reloaded his gun; neither he nor 
anyone else was paying any attention to 
me. Would-be takers of our scalps, steal- 
ers of our horses though they were, I had 
not the heart to shoot into that fright- 
ened, fleeing mass of them. I aimed far 
above their heads, fired, and fumblingly 


began reloading my gun. 
Ae that point, the river was about sixty 
steps in width, and not anywhere 
waist deep. From the opposite shore, the 
steep slope was densely wooded all the 
way up to the high plain and for a long 
way down the canyon-like course of the 
stream. As our excited, eager men started 
to follow the fleeing Cut-throats, Mad 
Piume and Lone Walker shouted to them 
to come back out of the river. Our chiefs 
did not need to explain why they called 
the pursuit off; it was plain enough that, 
upon the slope, the enemy could make a 
stand in the thick brush and timber and 
just about wipe us out as we climbed to- 
ward them. 

“Cease talking! Be quiet!” Mad Plume 
ordered, when our men had come back 
out of the water. And then asked if any 
of our party were killed or wounded or 
missing. There was a hum of questions 
and answers, and after a time someone 
shouted: 

“Tt appears that we have no dead, no 
wounded.” 

“Many of the Cut-throats are dead in 
the river!” shouted another, and at that 
there was a great outburst of cheering and 
singing. 

Again Mad Plume gave an order: we 
were to hurry back to camp for our 
horses and then ride out in search of the 
enemy. 

We all arrived in camp soon after sun- 
rise, and a little later nearly all of the 
able-bodied men of the camp rode out 
in search of the enemy. I pleaded sickness 
and did not go. I did not want to wit- 
ness any more killings. But I was soon 
made to wish that I had gone; my al- 
most-mother and Mink Woman made me 
drink a lot of bitter herb brew, to cure 
the pain in my stomach! 

It was not until late afternoon that 
bands of our warriors began stringing into 
camp with news of the enemy. Twenty- 
three of them had been found dead in the 
river; and two small parties of them, of 
five and eight respectively, had been 
wiped out as they were sneaking down the 
valley of a little creek that headed just 
over the ridge from our camp. Our night 
attack upon the party had been so sud- 
den that a good number of them had not 
taken up their bow-and-arrow cases, their 
pouches of war clothes and _ bonnets, 
shields, and food pouches, when they 
broke for the river. And from the tim- 
bered slope in which they had taken 
refuge, they seemed to have separated 
into small bands to make their homeward 
way as best they could. But the Cut- 
throats were smart people; as cunning, as 
tricky as the wolves. Terrible as had 
been our sudden attack upon the party, it 
was thought that some of them might 
still be in hiding near-by, waiting to raid 
our horses; so at sundown our many bands 
of horses were brought close in to camp, 
there to be herded during the night and 
for some nights to come. 

Our Sun priests were now declaring that 
we were a favored people. Seeing that we 


were preparing to build a great lodge for 
him, to give him of the best that we had, 
the Traveler-of-the-blue had, in his won- 
derful way, brought about our discovery 
of the Cut-throats, and in our fight with 
them had kept us safe from their bullets 
and arrows. So it was that as night came 
on there was great rejoicing throughout 
the great camp. Dressed all in their best, 
the various bands of the All-friends So- 
ciety danced with the scalps of the enemy. 
And our Mandan guests, in their beauti- 
ful, rainbow hued, quill embroidered war 
clothes, performed one of their tribal 
dances, winning great applause. It was 
well past midnight when the dancing 
ended and our lodge fires flickered out. 
HAT there eighteen 


season were 


women who, during the year, had 
vowed to build the great lodge for Sun. 
Daily now, they gathered in one and an- 
other of their lodges, and cut for drying 


Johnny Parker Was 
Told to Ask 
Questions 


And he did. He asked 
so many questions that 
he drove Handsome 
Harry and Wild Bill 
frantic! They growled, 
protested, threatened, 
until—but that’s the 
story you'll read next 
month, the unusual 
railroad story by 
James Earp, called 


“BLIZZARD 
LIGHTS” 


the buffalo tongues that the hunters 
brought to them, the while our Sun 
priests aided them by singing the pre- 
scribed one hundred sacred songs—a song 
for each tongue that was to be offered to 
the sky god. And at last one evening the 
camp crier gave out the news that all were 
eagerly awaiting: Two more nights and 
days were required for the drying of the 
tongues, and then, on the third day, the 
“great lodge would be built. 

On the following morning the young 
and the middle aged men of us went to 
the timber, and during the day cut the 
heavy and forked center post, the wall 
posts, roof posts, and brush covering, for 
the lodge. I helped in the work until noon 
and then said to Red Crow: 

“We are about to have this ceremony, 
and the Canoe People have not come as 
they promised that they would. I can’t 
bear the uncertainty of it. Let us ride 
out and learn if they really are somewhere 
near upon the trail.” 

“Good! We will go! Riding is easier 
work than chopping cottonwood poles,” 
he replied. 

Upon the two swiftest of our horses, 
we went north to Cutbank River, and 
then up its valley nearly to the forks of 
the stream, and great was my disappoint- 
ment when we found no signs of the 
West-side tribe. It was past midnight 
when we arrived back in camp and crept 
in to our couch and slept. 

The women building the early morning 
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fire awoke us. We went to the lake with 
Lone Walker and bathed; returned to the 
lodge and combed our hair; and Red 
Crow and his father carefully tinged their 
cheeks with nitsi ahsan—teal paint, as 
they called red ochre, believed to be 
Sun’s favorite color, and therefore sacred. 

My disappointment at the failure of the 
West-side chief to keep his promise was 
terribly distressing. I barely tasted the 
good broiled meat and dried buffalo back- 
fat that the women set before us. After- 
ward, I sat-outside and idly watched the 
building of two sweat lodges, one just 
north and the other just south of the 
place within the great circle, where the 
sacred lodge was to stand. The willow 
frames of the sweat lodges were com- 
pleted and covered with old lodge skins, 
and upon top of each was set a buffalo 
bull skull, wreathed with sagebrush, 
painted with dots of red and of black, 
symbols of day and of night. Into them 
went the Sun priests; women rolled red- 
hot stones into them; and as these were 
sprinkled with water and made dense 
steam, the priests began their rites, sing- 
ing their sacred songs, praying fervently, 
begging the great sky god to look with 
favor upon the lodge that was about to 
be built for him, and to give to us all long 
and full life. 

Happening to look to the south, I saw 
four men riding into the camp circle, the 
one in the lead making again and again 
the sign for peace. Even at that distance 
I felt that I knew the stranger, and when 
he brought his horse to a stand and in 
the sign language asked a woman where 
he would find Lone Walker’s lodge, I 
surely recognized him and cried out to 
those within. 

“Lone Walker! Red Crow! Come out- 
side. The Canoe People chief who saved 
us from the Kalispels has arrived, is ask- 
ing for us!” 

Out they came; Mink Woman and her 
mother too. The riders neared us, and I 
recognized another one of them. The two 
others, men of forty years or more, I was 
positive that I had not seen before, and I 
somehow felt that they were not members 
of the Canoe People tribe. I heard Red 
Crow say to his sister: “Two of them are 
Kootenais.” I looked anxiously at Lone 
Walker, and oh, how happy I felt when I 
saw that he was smiling and signing to 
the four to dismount, that his lodge was 
their lodge. They sprang from their horses 
and, advancing, embraced in turn Lone 
Walker, Red Crow, and me. We all went 
inside, and Lone Walker quickly filled 
and lit a pipe and handed it to the Canoe 
People chief. It went from one to an- 
other around the circle and the talk be- 
gan, in the sign language, of course. Said 
our West-side friend: 

“Lone Walker, great chief, in our camp, 
over across, your children told us that you 
would welcome us, permit us to camp 
with you here upon your buffalo plains.” 

“They spoke the truth. I am glad that 
you have come,” he replied. 

“Another thing. Your white son in- 
quired for the Kootenais, gave me to un- 
derstand that they, too, would be wel- 
comed by you. So was it that I sent word 
of it to their camp and they joined us, 
with us have come across the Two Medi- 
cine Lodges River pass. These two, here, 
have come on with me to learn your will. 
I hope that you will not tell them that 
they, their tribe, must turn and trail back 
into their own country.” 

“Kootenais and Canoe People, we are 
very glad that the two tribes of you have 
come across the Backbone. You must 
camp with us as long as you will, and kill 
many of our buffalo”’ Lone Walker 
quickly replied, and then asked the Koo- 
vee if their chief, Wolf Head, was still 
alive. 

“Alive, strong, still a’ powerful hunter,” 
one of them answered. 

“Good. My lodge shall again be his 
lodge. We shall again together have many 
smokes, many talks,” he said. 


E learned from the messengers that 
their two tribes were already well 
down in the pass and waiting to learn if 
they were to come on and camp with us. 
By this time, Mad Plume and other lead- 
ing men had come in, and they too told 
the messengers that their two tribes were 
(Continued on page 42) 


Hello boys! Send for this free book which tells all | 
about my NEW 1927 ERECTOR 


4 with these sensational new features 
1—Complete Unit Control (Ni \- = 
new YYor ds landard ~ Searricte Use Cece ew ses) EA arott iment ok Morera 
— ment parts) 6—Erector Complete Unit A Se 
2—New Erector Trumodel 3 Drum Hoist 7DUdiite the rastpeosk Beth (eens 
1 G. = iy h iL, I] 3—New Erector Trumodel Tip Bucket paris) ait. 
Ca noineerin LULLS 4 —New Excctor Trumodel Glam Shell 8—The new Brass Perfect Gear standard 


Bucket ization 


go 8°74 ERECTOR $152° 


with Automobile Chassis 


Here’s the set I know will give you the greatest thrill you everhad. Fun! Oh, Boy! It’s the real thing, and there's a thrill y 
‘4, 


packed in every one of its 627 parts. Boys in this great outfit there are hours of real sport waiting for you building automotive 
models. From this great assortment of distinctive, important and feature Erector parts you can build 554 models—won- 
derful automoble chassis, tractors, scooters, service cars, fire engines, hook and kadder, are only a few. 

Packed in a cabinet and includes a complete assortment of automotive parts, many in colors; also a 92 page 
manual, powerful electric motor, big red steel disc wheels with oversize balloon tires, fenders, radiator hood, 
bumper, springs, steering wheel, truck body, heavy truck axles, cab 
top, boiler, digger, scoop—in fact, everything to make this set 2 
world’s standard. 


No. 1 — Dandy Beginner's Set. Contains 104 
parts and builds 278 models -$ 1.00 
No. 3 — The Set with the Gears the Big 
Red Wheels. Contains 169 parts and cr 


THE BIG FOUR 
‘The Famous No. 4 Set with Powerful Electric 
Motor. 5 235 parts and builds 500 
models .. tee « 5.00 
The Super No. 7 Erector. Builds the Steam 
Shovel. Contains 473 parts and Rag 4 


No. 8, the Trumodel Set, wit }-Drum 
Hoist, Tip Bucket, New Giant Boiler 
Plates. Contains 922 parts with motor 
and builds 590 Models vee 25.00 

No. 10 Erector — the Set with the Giant Fly 
Wheel, Beam Girders, etc. Contains over SS 


J q 4 = ; -e =< 
2000 parts with motor and builds unlimited tp : 000 20 foouUUU 
models ... 50.00 , ae, = S70 000000 


THE NEW FAMILY OF ERECTOR SETS 
No. A — Big Girder Set. The Set with the 
Giant Girders. Contains 442 
builds 42 models .... 


trifies and Illuminates . 


TRUMODEL FEATURES 3DRUM HOIST. Completely as- OTHER COMPLETE UNIT CONTROL 4, Curved Erector Girders. An exclusive hundreds of other genuine perfect mechanical 
sembled operating unit. New exclusive PARTS, MOTORIZED FEATURES, ARE: Erector feature. (In all sets.) parts for duplicating engineering feat 
: Erector feature. (In the No. 8 Erector arge, solid steel dise wheels with balloon tires, . Giant Fly Wheel. An exclusive Erector ever attempted. Possible with na other toy 

be a ag ictal lied and up.) fenuine fenders, hood, bumper, truck feature. (In the No. 10 Set.) than the New Erector, 


big, exclusive Erector feature makes a ; 
, . Perforated Strips—four holes to the inch, 
Erector so sturdy and strong. They @ TIP BUCKET. An exclusive Erector axle, springs. All in the No. 7!4 Erector and up. . New brass perfect gear standardization. 


8 
3. 
4 
zg 
& 
3. 
FE 
& 
2 
3 
Es 
me ow 


real girders just like engineers use feature. (In the No. 8 Erector and The New Brector contains a great A. jResctgn:sesitade atteatiaiemewsLaateal! 


ns Sneak s08 a) OTHER ERECT! ‘OR FEATURES ment of brass and die-cast gears, including - plated, enameled and electrically baked, 


peas aes) ERECTOR STEAM BOILER— pinion, crown dears, flat gears, mitre gears, Designed by engincers, used by engincers 


jes. (In 


ERECTOR MOTOR. You can make There is no end to the models that Erector contains more parts and bullds more and a'large 72-tooth gear. nd endorsed by éabicéer. 
27 interesting experiments with the this exclusive Erector feature makes models than any other construction toy. d j 
Brose itleeer claen: “The Motor possible. Hoisting engine, steam- 2. The New Erector Steam Shovel—an ex- ape Wee is cece 5 eae 4 The Mechanical featares of Erector are cor 
Shaft is the same diameter as all other boats, fire engine, horizontal engine, clusive Erector feature. (In Super Erector SURE PARTS AREY et gle ie epee orca 

shafts. You can hitch pulleys to both locomotives. The Erector motor furn- No. 7 and up.) : : Y : : : 
sides of the motor. (In the Famous ishes power to make these models go. 3. The New Erector Dredge Bucket—an ex- Boiler Plate, bull ring, new Chain Bucket, Beam 4, Perfectly interchangeable, owing to the 
No. 4 Erector and up.) (In the Super No. 7 and up.) clusive Erector feature. (In the New No. 10) Girders Curved, Segment Plate, Ratchet—and minute details of standardization. 


! Here’s the greatest book I ever compiled-- 


In this book you will find the final story of my years of experience since I first invented Erector—the construction set which 
other engineers have been kind enough to call “the world’s greatest toy"—and which they consider one of the most astonishing 
mechanical phenomena of the age. 

In this book I tell you how with Erector's new construction parts you can build and operate (one after the other) over 
1000 actual working models of Aeroplanes, Submarines, Ocean liners, Light houses, Machine guns, Au-. 
tomobiles, Ship cranes, Trains, Steam shovels, Traveling cranes, Wrecking hoists, Trench dig- 
gers, Locomotives, Hoisting derricks, Cantilever bridges, Suspension bridges, Well drill- 
ers, Power plants and Hoisting engines. 

Think what a thrill you'll get making these wonderful working models whiz and hum with 
the powerful Erector electric motor. The day you get your Erector (Christmas or any oth- 
er day) will be the biggest of your life. Send for my new book “Engineering Thrills” today 
and then tell your Dad. Don’t miss this chance. Make him realize what you really want 
by showing him the book and then taking him to the nearest toy store to see for himself. 


He'll want to build models with Erector too. Just fill out the coupon. AGfeet 


Get your free copy of “ENGINEERING THRILLS.” 
It's the greatest book I ever compiled. Tells you 
all about Erector, exactly what the parts are in 
the different Erector Sets, how you can combine 
them to make over a thousand different working 
models. It explains the apparent magic by which 
with a given number of Erector parts, you can 
build thousands of models. I will see that your 
copy is sent by return mail. Do it now. Then show 
your Dad. He will be as enthusiastic as you, I 
know, because I have talked with thousands of 
other fellows’ fathers. Jus fill out the coupon. 


Apod” 


THE A. C. GILBERT COMPANY, 
173 Blatchley Avenue, New Haven, Conn. 


Please send me free my copy of the book “ENGINEERING THRILLS.” 


MINE pars wig» 0 ak5c Sieh eiash 9 6550s cee eM raed eterna Ae Bia a i 


“The world's greatest toy” I seg 
Buy one today—Atall stores where toys are shown es 


New Model 
Pocket Gen 


Nearly a hundred 
thousand people will 
flock to the great 
Army-Navy football 
game this month. 


Many thousands of 
them carry the New 
Model Pocket Ben. 


That’s because it 
combines good looks 
with reliable time- 
keeping. 

Pocket Ben—made 
by the makers of 
Big Ben and other 
Westclox—is sold 
everywhere for $z.50. 
With night-and - day 
dial $2.25. 


WESTERN CLOCK COMPANY 
La Salle, Illinois 


CS ee 


(Continued from page 40) 
welcome in our country, and advised that 
thev come on without delay and join us 
in building our great lodge io Sun. Later 
in the day our chiefs and several hundred 
of our people rode down the valley and 
welcomed the long caravans of the West- 
siders, 

Before night fell, the two camps of them 
were set up quite near us and I felt very 
happy; for not only the Kootenais but 
the Canoe People too would journey 
north with us in the spring, to trade their 
winter take of furs at our fort. I could 
imagine the broad grins of my Factor 
when he should see us swarming down 
into the river bottom in, which the fort 
was built. 

“Are you content now that you have 
carried out your Factor’s wishes?” Red 
Crow asked me that night after we had 
lain down to sleep. 

“I am more than content,” I told him 
drowsily but so quickly that he laughed 
at me—under his breath, lest he wake 
the others in the lodge. 

“Did I not tell you that you would 
succeed?” he teased me in a whisper. 

“Yes,” I admitted, and then I added as 
much to myself as to him: “But I should 
have had little chance of success if I had 
not been Lone Walker’s almost-son—Red 
Crow’s brother.” 

Came the first day of our sacred lodge 
ceremony. In the early morning we set 
up the wall posts for it; then the top 
rails, And at last, from the four world 
directions, four bands of our warriors ad- 


vanced, chanting the sacred songs, and 
put up the roof poles and covered them 
with brush. Then the vow women went 
into the lodge, there to fast for four days 
and to give to each one who entered a 
very small cutting of the sacred buffalo 
tongues; and the recipient buried a part 
of it in the ground and ate the remainder, 
meantime praying Sun for long and full 
life for us all. And outside the lodge, for 
the four days of the ceremony, the war- 
riors one by one counted their deeds of 
bravery, their coups, amid great applause 
from the spectators. It was all a very 
thrilling time. We were twice threatened 
with rain, but on each occasion our 
Weather ‘Maker, Three Bears, came out- 
side of the lodge, blowing his wingbone 
whistle, praying Thunder Bird to pity us, 
and lo! each time the black clouds came 
but a little way up over the mountains 
and disappeared. 

When the four days’ ceremony ended, 
we, the Pikuni, moved back to the Lakes 
Inside, to care for and in due time har- 
vest the crop of nahowatosin we had 
planted there, and we remained there the 
rest of the summer and the following 
winter. Meanwhile, the. Kootenais were 
camping and hunting along the Two Med- 
icine Lodges River, and the Canoe Peo- 
ple on Cutbank River. In the spring, the 
two tribes joined us, and we all went 
north to trade. 

So ended my second year of adventure 
upon our Northwest plains, my second 
year as Red Crow’s brother. 

THE END. 
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“T ain’t got a gun, Guvnor.” 

“T have two. I'll get their hands up and 
you scoop up the money. You must work 
fast. There’s an alarm siren over the door 
of the bank.” 

“All right, Guvnor.” 

Enthusiastic shouts rose from Main 
Street, as Forrester walked, with his go- 
getter’s amble, to the machine parked back 
of the National Bank. The band was ap- 
proaching. Off in the distance, sounded 
a tremendous Sousa horn, before any other 
instrument could be heard. Then came 
the high, ear-splitting notes of the chief 
cornetist, and finally, bass drum and 
minor instruments. 

“The elephant! The elephant! Hold 
your horses!” shouted Pete Westervelt, 
combing his paint-brush whiskers ner- 
vously. 

“Watch your flivvers!” 
Pfeiffer, the druggist. 

“Durned if it ain’t the same old hill of 
bones and black leather,” laughed Tier- 
ney, as the pachyderm heaved in sight. 
“Somebody oughta carry the trunk for 
the poor beast. Wonder if he can still 
stand on his head. He must have soften- 
ing of the brain by this time.” 


yelled Bill 


ROM the gilded chariot, above which 
the band tooted with all its might, 

reared the bell of the Sousa bass hérn. 

“Tt’s a peach. Believe you me, it’s a 
peach!” exclaimed Jim. “Musta took a 
whole brass foundry a week to make it. 
I'd give five dollars to give it one good 
hard toot. Gee!” 

From a creaking wagon labeled “King 
of the Beasts” came a dismal moaning 
sound. 


“Same old moth-eaten lion,” Jim 
chuckled. “Hey, you!” he shouted to the 
driver. “If that sick thing you got in 


there is the king of beasts, then you're 
the Prince of Wales and I’m a poor fish.” 

“Yah,” jibed back the driver. “I re- 
member you. You're Tierney, the de- 
tectatif, huh? How’re they comin’, old 
Flat Tire?” 

“Tf ya don’t get a shave soon, buddy,” 
howled back Tierney, “the boss will send 
for me to try and find you in the 
bushes.” 

“Yer gettin’ fresh, Picklock Holmes,” 
the driver came back, as the parade halted 
for a-moment. 

“Turn the lion loose, why dontcha? Or 
ean’t he walk? I'll take him home and 
give him a bone. ‘Monstrous menagerie’ 


me eye! Same old bunch of crooks. I 
got a little runt of a crook in the coop 


here could steal all your animals right: 


from under your eyes, and during the per- 
formance.” 
The unshaven driver dropped the per- 


siflage. “One of our gang?” he asked. 
“Nix. Cockney Willie Madden. You 
know him?” 


“T don’t know the gentleman. Giddap.” 

The grand scream, the dog-torturing 
double- barreled steam piano, burst forth 
for the first time. In past seasons, Jim had 
enjoyed the steam.sonatas of this cham- 
pion of all noise makers, but at the first 
set. of shricks, the face of the detective 
twisted in pain. 

“Phooey!” he cried. “It’s full of. blue 
notes. Some of its plumbing is on thc 
blink. Gee, listen to that. Hey, get a 
wrench! The thing’s gone crazy!” 

But the artist performing, having been 
made stone deaf by years of application 
to the task of steam-sonating, just clawed 
away happily, unconscious of the rise and 
fall of a pipe on the rampage. The crowds 
yelled and jeered with Tierney, and even 
the elephant up ahead began to shudder 
as if it had been attacked with a violent 
stomach ache. 

Three blocks away, the president of the 
bank, his hands lifted in the air, pressed 
with his heel on a button that lifted the 
siren outside into a duct with the circus 
instrument. You couldn’t have told the 
siren from the fractious steam pipe. For- 
rester stood before the president, gun in 
hand, and Willie scooped all the cash into 
a bag. 

Two chuckling and clever crooks had 
hopped into a fast ear and scooted off 
through a side street by the time the 
steam piano had finished its first tune, and 
the wail of the siren giving its burglar 
alarm was recognized by Tierney and the 
other natives. 

“Timed to the dot,” grunted Tierney. 
“Tt took brains to dope that job.” After 
taking down details of the robbery from 
the bank president and employees, he 
hurried back to the Town Hall to tele- 
phone descriptions of the two men to the 
police of surrounding cities and towns. 

A peek into the calaboose was enough. 
Willie was gone. 

“Suffering catfish!” he groaned. “Was 
the old bird that asked the way to the 
bank Forrester?” 

There was nothing that Tierney could 

(Continued on page 44) 
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Use an Aerial Kit 
to get Matched Parts 


Every part of your aerial 
installation should be of uni- 
formly high quality, because 
one poor unit will affect 
the entire job. 

For complete satisfaction 
year in and year out, buy 
a Belden Aerial Kit with 
Beldenamel Aerial Wire 
and the well known Belden 
Lightning Arrester. Don’t 
take a chance with a poor 
antenna system. Ask your 
dealer for a Belden Aerial kit. 


Belden Manufacturing Co. 
2318-A S, Western Ave., Chicago 


Aerial Kit 


Treat it beth inside and 
out as directed on label 


THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT 


iavécibies:1927 4B 
Here’s why is the greatest 
electric Railroad a boy can own! 


“From it you can start, stop, reverse and run your Train at any speed at any dise 
tance from the track. Levers in the Switch Tower throw the Switches, light the 
Lamp Posts, Stations and miniature Villas along the line. It operates as if by 
magic! It’s illuminated ! 


Lionel’s latest marvel—amazing in its action. Train approaches, red light 
shines, Semaphore Arm drops, Train stops, A short interval, electric light 
changes to green, Semaphore Arm goes up, Train proceeds, Startlingly reall 


Tunnel No. 120L. 
Steel Canstruction—pic- 
turesquely decorated 
in natural colors—il. 
luminated, 


It sends your Train on to the Siding or down the Straight-away. Controlled 
from the Switch Tower at any distance from the track! A real model of a real 
Railroad Switch. 

‘OU’RE the Traffic Man- 


ager, sitting at the Lionel 
Switch Tower, your hand at the 
control levers. Dad is down the line 
—he’s the Section Boss. Everything is 
ready—/et’s go! 


Touch the control lever in the Switch Tower 
and presto!— down the gleaming Rail goes your 
beautiful Lionel Train, its powerful Super-Motor Loco- 
motive pulling life-like Passenger Cars, Diner, or as many 
of the twenty-nine different Lionel Freight Cars as you 
choose. There she goes—ovet the Bridge! Watch the Crossing 
Gates automatically raise and lower as the Train whizzes by. And 
watch that Lionel Train-Control-Semaphore at the far end! Red light 
shines and halts the Train—then flashes green after a few moments and 

the Train is on its way again. It’s marvelous! The crossing bell rings 
as your Limited speeds by the Station! Look! —there’s the Switch ahead. 

Back in the Switch Tower you touch another lever—the Switch is thrown, 

the Train glides into a Siding—touch another lever—and theTrain stops, 


But— wait! You are building a freight yard down the line. You call to one of 
your assistants and he couples on the new Lionel Derrick Car with operating 
boom and tackle, and the new operating Dump Car filled with sand! Again you 
. touch a lever—your Train backs out onto the mainline. Throw the Switch again 
and she’s of on her way! Just think! You can do all this at any distance from 
the track. 


It’s amazing—almost magical — the way a Lionel Railroad operates. So real!—a// X 
the Equipment, Locomotives, Cars, Stations, Semaphores—everything is real! The 
only difference between Lionel Trains and real trains is the size! 


See Lionel Products demonstrated at the leading department stores, toy, hard- 
ware, electrical, sporting goods and furniture stores. 


ELECTRICALLY ! 

CONTROLLEDe 
Massive! Built like a real Locomotive 
in every detail. It will pull twenty 
Cars with perféctease. Brilliant Head- 
lights front and rear. Handsomely 
finished in gorgeous colors. Steel con- 
struction throughout. Can be started, 
stopped, reversed and operated at any 
speed at any distance from the track. 


é 
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* 


Station No. 124. 
Brilliantly il- 
luminated. One 
of many styles 
and sizes, 


Sets from $5.75 to $300 


Send for book 
today — free! 


Crossing Gate 

Nos. 77 and 077. 
Raises and lowers 
automatically as 
drain passes. 


THE LIONEL CORPORATION 
Department A 
15-19 EAST 26th STREET NEW YORK, N, Y. 


“STANDARD OF THE WORLD SINCE 1900” 


[IONEL= TRAIN 


“MULTIVOLT” TRANSFORMERS 
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Here’s 


‘The Douglas name 
and retail price 
stamped on the 
sole of every shoe 
is your guarantee 
of quality #ad-* 
value, 
4 
é 


Black calfskin oxford; also in medium shade of tan, $6. 


wee do “reg’lar fellers” 

wear? Bradleys! There's 
something about a Bradle 
Sweater that every red- 
blooded boy just 5 | 
Maybe it’s Bradley’s warm, 
woolly comfort. Maybe it’s 
Bradley’s snappy colors 
and patterns, Maybe it’s 
Bradley’s snug fit and long 
wear. But it’ssomething that 
makes Bradleys different 
from all other sweaters... 
Have you seen the new 
Bradley Styles? The local 
Bradley Dealerinyourtown 
has them! Stop in and see 


the finest selection of 
Bradley Knitted Outerwear 
jthat ever buffeted a breeze 


... Bradley Knitting Co., 
Delavan, Wis. 


Write for the new 
“Bradley Style Book 


Slip into a 


and out-of-doors 


©B. K. Co,, 1927 


W. L. DOUGLAS 


Men's Shoes for the boy 
who will soon be a mans 


Still Another Smart Shoe 


For the big games—cheering for your team— 
you'll have the satisfaction of knowing that your 
shoes are right—and others will recognize it, too. 
Being well shod is one of the secrets of dressing well. 
This young man’s shoe will give you full value in 
comfort, service and style. For young boys, too, 
at $4 to $5 a pair. If Douglas Shoes are not for 
sale in your Vicinity, write for catalog of new styles. 
America's Best Known Shoes 


{W. L. Douglas stores in principal cities and shoe dealers 
everywhere aré now showing new Douglas styles. } 


WwW. L. Douglas, Men’s shoes $5 to $8—W. L. Douglas Women's shoes $5 to $7 
Ww. L. DOUGLAS SHOE CO., 152 SPARK ST., BROCKTON, MASS. 


(Continued fromepage 42) 
do.-but send out the alarm for the 
apprehension of a tall heavy man with 
small side whiskers, and a runty man with 
a hatchet face and a twitching right shoul- 
der. In the» confusion. of circus day, the 
crooks had easily. gained a good _ start. 
When the last village police station was 
notified, Tierney backed into the strap 
about the “dog house” and slowly, P= 
erably, plodded home. 

Supper was on the table. 

“T’'ll hurry over with the food for the 
poor runt you've been afflicting,” Maggie 
said, slapping on a little bonnet that was 
shaped like a quarter séction of frast- 
bitten cantaloupe, and tying two black 
ribbons under her chin. 

“Remove the. lid,” grunted Jim. 

“Are you. going to try starving him?” 
she demanded. 

“No. He’s having porterhouse steak 
and mushrooms for supper,” sighed Tier- 
ney. 

She gave him a scornful look and 
started for Willie’s plate of supper. 

“Don’t,” almost shouted Tierney. “The 
jail is out. Willie has flew the coop and 
also robbed the bank of all the money it 
had—he and Forrester.” 

Maggie removed the bonnet 
to a kitehen chair with a 
laughter. J 

“Tough, Jim,” she sputtered: “But if I 
was in Sing Sing and the warden sent you 
to play that tune for me, I’d beat down 
the walls with me fists.” 

‘T got it down perfect, Maggie,” he 
protested. “But I made one mistake. The 
cireus had a Sousa horn, a large horn, 
bigger than any horn any man living ever 
give a puff into. I got out to, the side- 
walk toffook at it and hear it. There was 
the same old elephant and the old lion 
with the mange, spinal meningitis, and 
rheumatism. But the horn—gee, it was a 
horn, Maggie!” 

She put his supper before him and he 
tried to eat, but his thoughts took his 
appetite. 

“Git down the food, Jim,” she pleaded, 
“and then go to the night performance 
of the circus.” 
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THE AMERICAN Boy 


"“Not me, Maggie.” He sadly shook his 

head. “They might want a monkey for 
the Monstrous Menagerie and capture me 
while I’m there. Forrester and Cockney 
Willie Madden certainly made a monkey 
out of me this day.” 

“Come in,” called Maggie to a knock 
on the door, and a freckled village lad 
entered. 

“Telegram,” he said, handing Jim a 
message. “Fifty cents charge.” 

“Thank the lord,” he eried. “Here’s 
where I go back to work in the eity. I 
know Inspector Sweeney needs me.” 

He tore open the envelope and read 
the message with a frown. 

“Answer?” asked the boy. 

“No answer.” 

“Well, what’s it all about, Jim?” asked 
Maggie anxiously. He passed her the yel- 
low sheet and she read: 


Jim Tierney, the detective, 
Cresskill, N. J. Collect. 
Will you take $500 per night for con- 
cert tour playing Prisoner’s Song? 
Laff that off you bum. 

Willie. 


Maggie did her best to control her- 
self as Jim pushed his plate from him, 
got up, and reached for his derby hang- 
ing on a nail behind him. 

“Me for the old lodging house in New 
York,” he announced. “Back on the job 
at headquarters. Sell the bull fiddle to 
the junkman, Maggie.” 

Between bursts of laughter, she argued 
with him that he would be feeling fine 
and dandy in the morning, and in a few 
days forget all about the dirty trick 
played on him by Forrester and Willie. 

“T’m through with the quiet life, Mag- 
gie,” he shouted, as he jammed a few 
shirts in his bag and started for the door. 
“I’m going after them two guys, Maggie, 
and I ain’t going to fool with no more 
music until I get them. Forrester’s pretty 
brainy to work that alarm siren in with 
a steam pianntr, but remember what the 
poet said, Maggie?” 

“What'd he say, Jim?” 

“He who laffs laffs, laffs last, huh?” 
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CONTEST COMMITTEE OF THE NATIONAL AMERICAN AERONAUTIC 

ASSOCIATION HAS APPROVED THE “REQUEST OF THE AMERMCAN BOY 

MAGAZINE TO CONDUCT THE 1928 MULV§H 

AEROPLANE TROPHY CONTEST STOR THESE Me THE ONLY TWO 
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AND STOUT MODEL 


SANCTIONED BY THIS ASSOCIATION ST9P OTHE :NATIONAL AERONAUTIC 
ASSOCIATION VIEWS WITH PLEASURE AND INTEREST ANY UNSELFISH 
EFFORT WHICH WILL TEND INTEREST THE YOUTH OF THE COUNTRY 
IN AVIATION STOP YOU ARE TO BE COMPLIVENTED-AND 

CONGRATULATULATED FOR THE pene | 

A WORTH WHILE ENTERPRISE AND wea ILL BE HAPPY TO COOPERATE 
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AEROPLANE MODEL LEAGUE OF AMERICA. 
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“YOU HAVE TAKEN IN SUCH 


above telegram. 


MEMBERS of the Airplane Model League of oe interes 


tional Aeronautic Aspesiajion has: design: 
28"national indoor ‘and outdoor 


Boy to conduct the 


It jofficially conveys'the g 
ated the A. 


ted in the 

news that the powerful Na- 
M. L. And THe AMERICAN 
airplane model meets. These 
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by the N. A. A. If you haven’t joined the League (membership costs you nothing, 


but brings you many valuable privileges) send in your name today. 


coupon on Page 62. 


ill out the 


November, 1927 


Let your imagination picture the new 
Dorfan as a real train roaring through 
the night at 60 plus—headlight gleam- 
ing like a fiery eye—whistle shrieking 
—a speeding thunderbolt of POWER! 

Because of their exclusive and pat- 
ented construction, Dorfan electric en- 
gines are the fastest and most powerful 
made. Housings are die cast of non- 
magnetic metal, so that no current is 


lost through induction as is the case 
with ordinary engines made of sheet 
steel, Every atom of voltage shot 
through your transformer is converted 
into power by Loco-Builder’s famous 
take-apart motor. 

Here, then, is the secret of Dorfan 
speed and power—the reason why Dor- 
fan engines have never been beaten— 
why they can pull such long strings of 
cars up steep grades without stalling. 

Dorfan is more than a mere toy to 
look at. It is alive—throbbing with in- 
dividuality. Take this engine apart— 
piece by piece, see what makes it go. 
Get INSIDE the housing—¢get the thrill 
of taking your engine apart, whenever 
you want to. 


You can take the DORFAN 
Engine apart and put it 
together again. 
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The brushes used in Dorfan engines 
are the finest obtainable—and will last 
a long time. When you desire to clean 
or adjust them, to oil bearings, or to 
tune up your engine, it is not neces- 
sary to be deprived of its use and re- 
turn it to the factory—do the work 
yourself, You can become as skilled at 
this as a real railroad electrical or 
mechanical engineer. Clean the parts 
—repair them—study them! 


The take-apart feature is exclusive 
with Dorfan and is not found in any 
other electric engine. 

You'll get a thrill out of a Dorfan 
Loco-Builder engine and train set that 
no other train in the world can give 
you. Yet Dorfan costs no more. 

Ask your dealer today for a beauti- 
fully illustrated catalog and see these 
new Dorfan train sets with their exclu- 
sive patented “Take-apart” features. 
If your dealer does not have the new 
catalogs yet, send us his name and he 
will receive a supply for you and your 
friends) THE DORFAN COMPANY, 
135 Jackson Street, Newark, N. J. 


DORFAN Take-apart Engines 
and Electric Train Sets retail 
from $6.00 to $38.50. 
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CORONA in COLORS! 


Six beautiful Duco finishes 


L C Smith & Corona 
Typewriters Inc 
Established 1903 
Sales offices in principal cities 
of the world. 

Also manufacturers of the 
L C Smith Typewriter, the 
Ball-Bearing Office Machine. 


This Bicycle Speedometer 


Nothing like it anywhere. 


J ie new colored finishes are genuine Duco—the 
same as used on expensive automobiles — and so 
tough that nothing can dim their bright colors, 


There are six colors from which to choose: 


Bruce Green — with crystalline panels jn same 


color 


Mountain Ash Scarlet — with contrasting panels 
in crackle finish black 


Cream — panelled in crystalline rose gold 


Lavender — panelled in crystalline rose gold 


Light Maroon —crystalline panels in same color 


Channel Blue — crystalline panels in same color 


Old machines taken in trade 


If you have an old typewriter, any standard make, 
you can turn it in as part payment toward one of these 
beautiful new colored Coronas. Look for Corona in 
your phone book, and mail the coupon for descriptive 
folder in actual colors. 


LC Smith & Corona Typewriters Inc 
1101 E. Washington St., Syracuse, NvY. 


Please send me your latest literature showing the new Duco 
finish Coronas in actual colors. 


lis how fast you and 


Isare riding. Also regi 


ters total mileage. 


Forms To Cast Lead_ Soldiers 


Indians, Trappers, Hunters, Wild and Farm Animals. 
y and every Child can 


* Everybod 
Sure without any difficulty. 
illustrated Catalogue. 


Easy Writer 


Write f 


Send $3.50 


169 Kinds. 


and Canada 


Very Black 


or Sale Everywhere 


AMERICAN LEAD PENCIL CO,, 224 FIFTH AVE,N.Y 


Maker 


l 


of the famous VENUS Pencil: 


jour these popular 
Send 10c. for 


HENRY C. T. SCHIERCKE, 1034-72ND ST., BROOKLYN, N.Y, 


TO MAKE MONEY 
DEMONSTRATING 


IWANT YO 


THE WONDERFUL 
AMERICAN GAME 


NOTE: “FORTY-NINE” 


ren, the, family, club, lodge, party, 
(6" game board, and a pack of 


eat case. A FINE GIFT, 
BOYS & 


eincs EARN XMAS MONEY 


Send for 80 CHRISTMAS PACKAGES. Each package, con- 
taining 48 assorted Christmas Seals, Cards and Tags. 
Sel] for 10 cents each, When sold send us $1.50 and meee. 
$1.50. Or send for 50 packages Christmas Post Cards, 

in a package. Sell for 5 cents. When sold send us $1.25 
keep $1.25. Or send for 30 packages of Christmas Greet- 
ing Oards and envelopes, 3 in a package. Sell for 10 cents. 
When sold send us $1.50 and keep $1.50._We trust you. 

CHRISTMAS CARD CO., Dept. 8, BEVERLY, MASS. 


special playing ca 


colors, all in Christmas Orders Ni 


BUILD SHIP MODELS! 

‘ee Easy to build and sell. Plans and in- 
structions; Pirate Ship, 50e—Santa Maria, 
$1.00—both for $1.35. Catalog of Things 
that Smack of the Sea, 6 cents postpaid. 

SEA ARTS GUILD, € 
405K Eleventh Ave., Milwaukee, Wis. 


FREE TO BOYS 


“THE SHOOTER’S ART” Send 
Tells hom einai ain and pangs F Lees helps , 
posi toes in coerce ueectcam. INOUE 
safety and common sense instruction every 

arent and boy should have. Helps to make 


vs leaders. Your copy Free. Write atonce, 
The NEW BENJAMIN &!8, 


$5 at your dealer's ‘ 
BENJAMIN or sent postpaid. Write! 


Air Rifle & Mtg. Co., 625 WH. Broadway, St. Louls, Mo. 


Tue AMERICAN Boy 


The Man Who Played the Game 


(Continued from page 7) 


with the meadow of the shore twenty rods 
ahead of him, and he at less than a hun- 
dred feet. He had no engine to help him; 
only his flyer’s skill, and he exerted this 
to his utmost. But all his careful flying 
could not bring him into the meadow. He 
had to realize in the end that he could 
never get over the wall that hedged it 
from the river bank; so he sideslipped 
down upon the green strip that lay be- 
tween the wall and the water. He touched 
his wheels on the sod with a deft flip of 
the rudder that brought him out of his 
drift and, rolling quietly up to the wall, 
banged the hood of his radiator against it 
with a resonant thud. 

“Good thing the prop was busted,” he 
reflected with a sigh. “I hate to break 
props in bad landings.” But his sigh was 
of relief, for he knew the chances he 
had taken. 

Having climbed out of his bus, he 
scrambled immediately over the wall, and 
made for the silver plane in the field be- 
yond. He saw Bracher 
standing beside _ it, 


indicate the wonder that he felt. 

“Why,” he whispered at last, “that is 
right. We are not cannon fodder, you and 
I; we are birds who fight in the air. 
Hein?” 

He suddenly dropped the gun, so that 
it fell on the grass. 

“That was a small thing for me to do,” 
he said impulsively. “You must forgive 
me, Renfrew. I was wounded.” And he 
stepped forward, as though to offer Ren- 
frew the hand that kad held the pistol; 
but he had not completed that first step 
before his wounded leg gave way beneath 
him and he fell to one knee. Renfrew 
sprang forward, and upheld him. 

“That’s better!” he cried. “We'll for- 
get—” But Bracher had slumped heavily 
in his arms, and Renfrew knew that his 
enemy had fainted. 

He looked quickly about, but still there 
was no sign that their landing had been 
seen. Then he turned to his invalid, and 
on that riverside meadow, with the lit- 
tle German plane 
purring by them, he 


evidently supporting 
himself with a hand 
upon the coping of 
his cockpit. The silver 
machine growled with 
the sound of its en- 
gine just ticking over. 
Renfrew ran across 
the field and around 
the tail of the silver 
Pfaltz, to greet its 
pilot, but Bracher’s 
welcome was not a 
friendly one. 

“You are my pris- 
oner, Captain Ren- 
frew,” he announced. 
And in his free right 
hand he held an auto- 
matic pistol that was 
leveled at Renfrew’s 
heart. 

At that, Renfrew 
lost his temper. He 
had risked a smash 
to come to this man’s 
aid, and here he was 


FLEAS!! 


“Yes sir, fleas!” shouted 
Tad and George and 
Wampus. “Fleas will 
win us the twenty-five 
dollar prize for the 
slowest dog team!’ But 
Jibby Jones shook his 
head. Every boy in 
Riverbank would think 
of fleas. You couldn’t 
help it! So he thought 
of another way—a bet- 
ter way—to win “The 
Great Lazy Mush!” 


An Ellis Parker Butler 
Story 
NEXT MONTH 


gave first aid to Bra- 


cher’s wounded leg. 
It was a matter of 
bullets through the 


flesh of the lower leg, 
and there was much 
blood. All Renfrew 
could do was stanch 
the flow of it, and 
this he did as best he 
could. He was intent 
upon binding tightly 
the bandage he had 
made from his own 
shirt sleeves, when a 
high-pitched voice 
rang out close to his 
ear. 

“Look!” cried Bra- 
cher, who, half reclin- 
ing upon the trailing 
edge of his plane’s 
wing, was peering, 
fully conscious, across 
Renfrew’s bent shoul- 
der. “That boat! Look 
quick!” 


greeted with an auto- 
matic. 

“Put down that gun!” he cried sharply. 
“You're not a policeman; you're a flyer!” 

Bracher had removed his helmet and _re- 
vealed a shock of ruffled yellow hair. His 
face was white, and the wide eyes that 
had twinkled so humorously over the 
cowling when he had delivered his mes- 
sage at the airdrome were now narrowed 
to slits. His wide, generous mouth was 
drawn very tightly,,and the lips of it were 
grey. He was obviously waging a des- 
perate battle against faintness; and when 
he spoke, in English a little stilted but 
not broken, his voice was slightly off key, 
strident, and overwrought. 

“No,” he said, achieving the ghost of a 
smile. “Not a policeman. But I myself, 
Renfrew, I should not stay in the enemy 
lines any longer than God made me; and 
here is a—what you call—airplane, with 
its propeller moving. You could easily 
go. But you are my prisoner, and you 
will stay here until someone comes to 
take you in care.” 

He glanced warily about, expecting the 
appearance of those curious ones who arise 
magically from the earth whenever an air- 
plane lands, though it be in the middle of 
a desert. But no human being appeared. 
It was as though these two strange cham- 
pions had landed upon a planet that they 
had all to themselves. Renfrew examined 
his opponent narrowly. 

“If I want to take your plane and go,” 
he said, “I will. You are wounded.” 

Bracher’s lips twisted in his attempt at 
a grin. 

“In the leg,” he said. “My hand is not 
wounded.” He moved the automatic pis- 
tol in his hand as an indication of his 
power. 

“But we have done all our gunning up 
there,” smiled Renfrew. “You can’t fire 
on me down here, you know you can’t.” 

Bracher stared at him for a moment af- 
ter that, with his eyes suddenly open to 


And Renfrew turn- 
ed to see a little row- 
boat approaching the meadow from the 
opposite shore of the river. 

“That is a Dutch gendarme, who is in 
that boat. Two of them,” said Bracher. 
“Renfrew, mein friend, we are in Hol- 
land!” 

But Renfrew, too, had realized it by 
now. You see, they had rightly thought 
the river marked the boundary, but here 
and there a twist in the stream gave the 
western bank neutral ground, and upon 
a patch of this neutral ground they had 
landed. The oncoming gendarmes would 
politely place both of them under arrest 
and they would be interned in Holland 
for the duration of the war. 

“So we live in Holland for duration, 
Herr Kapitan Bracher,” smiled Renfrew 
ruefully. 

But Bracher was struggling to arise to 
his feet and Renfrew, seeing that the gal- 
lant fellow would not be refused, assisted 
him, while he winced at the thought of 
how this action would undo the careful 
aid he had given. Bracher, using the struts 
of his plane as crutches, drew himself 
erect. 

“Not you!” he cried then, and he 
tossed back his head in the old impudent, 
humorous gesture. “Until this wound is 
healed, I stay in Holland. But not you, 
mein Renfrew. For when I am healed, I 
shall get back. Holland is too near Ger- 
many to hold prisoner a German flying 
man. I shall come back. And then who 
will there be for me to fight if Kapitan 
Renfrew is not there? No, Renfrew. You 
must take my little silver plane and go!” 

“But you! That wounded leg!” cried 
Renfrew. 

“They will give it greater good than you 
give it as you keep me standing here. Get 
into that machine and fly! Quickly! They 
land!” 

And they were landing. The little boat 
was even now picking its way to the brink 
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Shoot Fast! 


When the lever of your air-rifle is 
oiled frequently with 3-in-One you 
can re-load easier and shoot faster. 
Better still, your rifle will last a 
whole lot longer. 


3-In-One 


Prevents Rust- OILS - Cleans & Polishes 


Use also for cleaning and oiling 
regular rifles, shotguns and pistols. 
Prevents rusting and pitting. 


3-in-One is the same high quality 
oil that has been used by shooters 
for a third of a century. It’s an oil 
compound—different—better than 
ordinary oils, 


In Handy Cans and ie sizes of 
bottles at all Sood hardware, 
drug, grocery and general stores. 


THREE-IN-ONE OIL COMPANY 


130 William Sr. New York, N. Y. 
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. 
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floating label and illus- 
trated circulars. Request 
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of the meadow. Renfrew turned and saw 
that much, but when he turned back to 
Bracher he saw the German flyer swaying 
where he stood. 

“You're faint!” he cried. 

“It is good!” whispered Bracher, hold- 
ing out one hand. Renfrew grasped the 
hand and shook it warmly. “If I am 
faint,” said Bracher, “I cannot be re- 
proached for letting you get away.” And 
he stumbled down the length of the wing, 
making a great effort against darkness. 

“Now go!” he cried, in a voice of sin- 
gular strength and clearness. 

Renfrew looked at him for a moment, 
then saw the heads of the gendarmes ap- 
pear over the wall. With a bound he was 
in the cockpit and, as he gave the plane 
a blast of air to turn it into the wind, he 
saw Bracher stumble off the end of the 
wing—struggling against collapse, some- 
how staying upright. 


“Good-by!” cried Renfrew. “Good 
luck!” 
“Cheerio!” gasped Bracher, standing 


very rigidly on one leg. And then, as the 
engine thundered, and the silver plane 
went sweeping down the field, “We shall 
meet—” he cried, and fell to his knees 
while he clutched at the collar of his fly- 
ing coat—“again!” And he was down, full 
length upon the grass. 

Above him, in a silver plane, Renfrew 
circled once, and saw the gendarmes bend- 
ing over the still body. He circled again, 
and saw Bracher struggle up, push the 
gendarmes away, and lift his head to gaze 
at the bright bird above him. Renfrew saw 
Bracher wave an arm toward the west, 
bidding him fly quickly home, and in the 
fleeting glimpse he had of the upraised 
white face, Renfrew could have sworn he 
saw the gallant enemy smile. 

In this manner Renfrew went forth in 
an §.E.5 to do battle with an enemy, and 
came back to roost in a German machine 
that had belonged to a friend. 


The Brown 
Defender 


(Continued from page 5) 


away from the dying bull snarling as if 
warning him against further attack. Her 
thick brown coat was ripped and torn; 
she was bleeding from a dozen wounds 
that would have killed an animal of less 
vitality. With a final snort she cleared 
the blood from her nostrils and sniffed. 
The delicate sense of smell was unim- 
paired; she caught the man-scent fresh 
and strong. 

Then she saw them, standing there 
waiting with leveled rifles. Her appeal to 
their sense of fair play and sportsmanship 
was unconscious. She hesitated as if de- 
bating attack or retreat; then she slunk 
along the pasture to the ‘injured cub. The 
uninjured cub came from the brush with 
little cries of delight. She dismissed him 
with a glance; then, ignoring her own 
wounds, she licked the spot on the cub’s 
golden brown shoulder where a hoof had 
torn the coat. 

Perhaps the nursing helped, but the 
presence of his mother undoubtedly 
helped more. The cub struggled to his 
feet and the mother made her way slowly 
to the spruce thicket, the cubs limping 
behind. 

Presently she paused and smashed down 
the brush; then she stretched out. Slowly 
her great muscles relaxed until her huge 
head rested on the ground. Her breath 
still came in gasping, sobs, but already her 
system was responding to the will to sur- 
vive. On the ridge the men, with lowered 
rifles, slipped shoulders through heavy 
packs—sportsmen bowing in defeat, ac- 
knowledging a victory well earned. 

Once more the lake became peaceful, 
and the soft rustlings of forest folk, 
emerging from refuges kept while the 
giants fought, came cautiously. Salmon 
still leaped the falls, the eagle still soared 
against the blue of the Alaskan sky, while 
in the thicket the cubs licked the mother’s 
wounds. 
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How would you like 
a sporty new car? 


Here are money prizes that will help you get one! Three first prizes of 
$1,000 each! 998 other cash prizes! Make up your mind to win.... 


” POSTUMS 


10,000 


P Ze contest 


EAD the details and learn all about this easy contest. All you have 

to do is write a letter. And “Why I think Instant Postum made with 

milk is the best hot drink for boys and girls” is a subject you can really 
write on! 

Thousands and thousands of boys have been keeping Postum height- 
and-weight record charts. What that chart showed you will make the basis 
of a corking' letter. But if you did not get one of the charts, don’t stay 
out of the contest. Just think of the things you know about Instant 
Postum made with milk! 

It’s the sensible mealtime drink for the chap who wants to build up 
his body. It contains no caffein, the dangerous stimulant that makes 
most hot drinks not-so-good for athletes. It is a drink made from whole 
wheat and bran, plus the body-building nourishment of milk. And 
Instant Postum has a full, rich flavor that everybody likes. These are 
certainly reasons enough why Instant Postum made with milk is the 
best hot drink for boys and girls—so get busy on a letter about it that 
may win you a thousand dollars. 

Notice that there are two others divisions to this $10,000 prize con- 
test. More letters wanted on two other subjects! “What the 30-day test 
of Postwm has done for me” and “How I make Postum—and why I like it 
best my way”. Thousands have made the 30-day test—have used Postum 
in place of caffein beverages for thirty days, and then kept on using it 
because of results! You can enter this contest, too—and your father and 
mother may want to enter it. It makes no difference whether they are 
life-long users of Postum, or only beginners—they are eligible. The third 
contest will interest your mother. Tell her about it! $1000 prizes—$500 
prizes—and hundreds of additional cash awards for the best letters! 

The prizes are waiting to be won. Don’t let another day go by. Read 
the rules and enter the contest right now! 


Subjects and Prizes 


1. ‘‘Why I think Instant Postum made with milk is the best hot drink 
for boysand girls.’’ 


2. ‘What the 30-day test of Postum has done for me.” 


3. ‘How I make Postum—and why I like it best made my way.” 
(Letters on any subject not to exceed 300 words in length) 


For the best letters on each subject: First prize, $1000; second, $500; third, $250; fourth, 
3 prizes of $100 each; fifth, 4 prizes of $50 each; sixth, 5 prizes of $25 each; seventh, 10 
prizes of $15 each; eighth, 25 prizes of $10 each; ninth, 35 prizes of $5 each; tenth, 35 prizes 
of $3 each; eleventh, 68 prizes of $2 each; twelfth, 146 prizes of $1 each for first and 
second subjects, 145 prizes of $1 each for third subject. 


1 You may write on any one or all of the subjects, vi No communications will be acknowledged, and 
and submit as many entries as you care to, no manuscripts will be returned. 


2 Write the subject at the top of the first page of 8 Employes of the Postum Company, Inc., are not 

each manuscript you submit. eligible. 

3 Write plainly on one side of the paper only. Neat- 9 Address envelopes to “P. O. Box 594—N, Battle 
ness counts. Creek, Michigan.’” 

4 Write your name and address on each manu- 10 Manuscripts must be received before 5 p.m. 
script. December 31, 1927. 

5 In case of ties, each tying contestant will be 
awarded the full amount of each prize tied for. 

6 Contestants agree to accept the decisions of the 
judges as final. 


(Prizes will be awarded, and the names and addresses 
of prize winners announced as early as possible 
in 1928.) This contest is not limited to residents of 
the United States—it is open to everyone everywhere. 


THE JUDGES 


U. S. Senator Royal S. Copeland, M. D., former Health Commissioner of 
New York City; Alice Bradley, Food Editor, Woman’s Home Companion; 
Sarah Field Splint, Home Economics Editor, McCall’s Magazine. 
© 1927, P. Co., Inc. 


Postumi is one of the Post Health Products, which include also Grape-Nuts, Post Toasties, Post’s Bran Flakes 
and Post’s Bran Chocolate, Your grocer sells Postum in two forms—Instant Postum, made instantly in the 
cup, and Postum Cereal, the kind you boil. If you are not one of the millions who now purchase Postum, you 
may obtain a sample of ‘either Instant Postum or Postum Cereal by addressing the manufacturer, 
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Be a Leader 


among your PALS 


OU FELLOWS who have 
oY the stuff that makes leaders 

willbringitoutquicklyplay- (( 
inginaband or orchestra. Youlearna * 
lot besides music. Many of America’s 
big men, leaders in business, professions, 
statesmanship, right now, played in the 
band as boys. And they give much credit 
to the experience. 


Choose a Conn instrument now. With its 
easy playing qualities and new instruction 
methods you play tunes almost immediate- 
ly, Soon you make the band or orchestra. 
And then... Oh Boy! 


Get the free literature on Conn instruments; 
select the one that interests you. Then re- 
member that every Connisequalin quality, 
due to exclusive processes and methods. 
Your instrument will be exactly the same 
as those used by the great artists in Sousa’s 
band, inthe popular orchestras—easy play- 
ing, beautiful in tone, perfect in scale and 
reliable in mechanism, 


FREE TRIAL; Easy Payments on 
any Conn Send the coupon for details. 
Give us theword and we'll help you “‘sell” 
Dadand Mother. Getthis coupon off now. 


x5 [Instrument ] 
Name... 


St. or R.F.D 
City, State 


C. G. CONN, {d., 1102 Conn Bldg., Elkhart, Indiana 
Gentlemen: Please send free literature and the details of free trial offer on 


cANew 
Official 
SCOUT 
BUGLE 
byConn 


It’s the last word in easy playing, with a clear, tinging 
tone. Real Conn quality, the result of 50 years’ expe- 
rience,and many exclusive processes. You learn the calls 
quickly -with this bugle. Deliver them with ease 

and authority. Order your Conn bugle now. 
Packed securely in carton, in brass finish, for only 


BAND 
INSTRUMENTS 


WORLD'S LARGEST MANUFACTURERS 


— 


Airmen “ 


face wind and 
weather in 
caps like these! 


Ge Your RELIABLE AERO-CAP 


For Winter 
Sports 


Aviator’s helmets were first made for protection against wind and 


cold. at high altitudes. 


Then someone said, “If they’re so good for flyers, why can’t boys 
have them for skating, skiing and winter sports weather?” 

So the RELIABLE AERO-CAP was invented—a cap modeled af- 
ter the helmets Lindbergh and other aviators wear, but with added 
improvements. Boys all over the country will be wearing them this 


winter. 


RELIABLE AERO-CAPS are sporty looking, and “warm as 
toast.” They are lined with soft, brushed wool and the deep leather 
or Du Pont Guaranteed Fabrikoid Crown comes way down over the 
forehead. Knitted elastic earlaps cover the ears and make them fit 


the chin snugly. 


You can hear perfectly through these flaps, and 


button them over-head when not in use. 


RELIABLE AERO-CAPS are made in Black 
and Brown and other high colors of Du Pont 
Guaranteed good-wearing-quality Fabrikoid to 
sell at $1.50. Also in Black and Brown 
Leather at $2.00 to $2.50. If your local dealer 
does not handle the RELIABLE AERO-CAP, 
write us and we will help you get one. 


RELIABLE KNITTING WORKS 


Milwaukee, Wisconsin 


Patented Aug. 16, 1927—No. 1,639,468. 
All infringers will be held responsible. 


RELIABLE KNITTING WORKS, 
2022 Lloyd St., 

Milwaukee, Wis. 

Gentlemen: My local dealer does not carry 
Reliable Aero-Caps. 


His name is..........-...-. 


His address i: 


My name is... 


My address is........... 
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The Indomitable Mutt 


(Continued from page 17) 


lay flat on his back on a hatch and stared 
moodily up at the overcast sky. Mutt 
got up, and with a final scornful squint 
at the pacing tiger, swaggered aft in the 
wake of his vagabond master. Danny 
stretched out his legs and brooded 
drowsily. 

“Mess boy!” The hail from Captain 
Chase, looking down from over the bridge 
weather cloth. “Come here, mess boy.” 

When Danny, puzzled and somewhat 
apprehensive, reached the bridge, the cap- 
tain met him with a frown. 

“You're supposed to be helping the 
cook, aren’t you, mess boy? You're shirk- 
ing. You'll never gain anything by shirk- 
ing, son. Don’t you want to be master of 
a ship some day? Do you think you ever 
will be?” 

Danny didn’t think he would ever be 
master, and he shook his head. “No, sir.” 

The captain’s frown darkened. “Not if 
you shirk. You have to work, to get 
ahead. Look at me. I always worked 
hard, and next month I'm to take com- 
mand of the finest and largest ship in the 
line.” Captain Chase was proud of his 
coming promotion, promotion that he 
really deserved despite a bit of vanity in 
his character. “Work hard, and some day 
you'll be master ef a fine big ship. Now 
report to the cook.” 


ANNY left the bridge with a sneer in 

his heart. Work hard! Bah! He was 
a slum rat and he knew it, he told him- 
self; so what was the use of trying to 
fool himself into believing he was any- 
thing else? Captain Chase was like all 
the rest; they all liked to hand out ad- 
vice that didn’t mean anything. 

“I never had a chance and I ain't no 
use to anybody,” he mused. “I can hardly 
read ’n’ write ’n’ figger, ’n’ I couldn’t 
learn to navigate no matter how I tried. 
I just ain’t no use.” 

Salt spray spattered his face, and he 
noticed that the breeze had freshened and 
was kicking up a nasty sea. The old tramp 
steamer was beginning to labor and an 
occasional sea slopped over the weather 
bow. Now and then the ship’s stern lifted 
out of water and she shuddered from stem 
to stern-post as the propeller threshed 
the empty air. 

Captain Chase paced the bridge as ner- 
vously as the tiger paced its cage. Anx- 
iously he watched the sky and the bar- 
ometer. He wished now that he hadn’t 
brought his wife and baby with him. But 
how could he have known that the owners 
were going to use the ship for a blooming 
menagerie? It was too bad, he thought 
bitterly, that steamship agents didn’t have 
to go to sea with some of the cargo they 
were so anxious to get. Anything so it 
was cargo; gasoline, TNT—or wild tigers! 
“One good sea, from the right angle, and 
blooie goes that cage!” 

His wife, their baby girl in her arms, 
came to the bridge, and almost angrily he 
told her to return to their room. “Lock 
the door, and keep it locked. Nothing to 
worry about, but—well, a blow’s coming, 
and—and—well, anything might happen.” 

A great sea smashed over and thun- 
dered into the waist. The tiger with a 
cat’s hatred of water, screamed madly as 
the foaming sea sloshed over the flooring 
of its cage. 

“Let her fall off a half-point, mister,” 
said the captain to the third mate, “and 
put the engine room telegraph on slow.” 

The ship’s laboring eased a little then, 
but the seas were growing fast and in a 
short time the vessel was pitching and 
rolling as much as ever. Once the waist 
filled thigh-deep with water, and the 
tiger, with a mighty roar, threw its body 
full against the bars of the cage, so that 
the cage skidded forward a little, till it 
brought up with a jerk against its lash- 
ings. Blue lightning forked across the 
dark sky and the tiger’s roar mingled with 
the roll of thunder. The entire deck force 
was busy securing cargo booms and put- 
ting extra tarpaulins and battens on the 
hatches. The galley fires had been doused, 
and Danny and the cook were hard at 
work making everything shipshape in 
readiness for the coming blow. Big Bill 


looked in once and grinned cheerily, then 
disappeared with a laughing shout as a 
sea tumbled over and filled his boots. 

“Take some cod line with yuh and put 
another lashing on them onion crates 
aft,” ordered the cook, and Danny left 
the galley and slid and scrambled over the 
heaving wet deck to the shelter of the 
midship housing. He was working his 
way aft when he came upon Mrs. Chase 
with her baby, standing in the lee of the 
engine room hatch, where it was compara- 
tively dry. The captain’s wife looked 
worried and there was a little cut on her 
forehead. 

“Do you know where the captain is? 
Some rigging fell through the cabin sky- 
light and I’m afraid to stay there with the 
baby. Will you find the captain—?” 

The man at the wheel on the bridge 
must have grown careless; he let the ship 
swing full into the rushing seas. The bow 
lifted and dived. Mrs. Chase and Danny 
both clung to the handrail on the side of 
the hatch as a great grayback crashed 
over the weather bow and smashed down 
in the waist. The tiger screamed; there 
came the sound of splintering wood and a 
hoarse shout of fear and warning from 
someone forward. 

“The tiger!” cried Mrs. Chase. 
loose!” 

Danny felt suddenly empty inside. A 
cold chill ran down his spine and his 
throat tightened so that he could hardly 
breathe. The tiger—loose! He glanced 
swiftly about, but the only door near was 
the fiddley hatch, and he knew that was 
locked. Some distance forward was the 
bridge ladder; if they could reach that 
and get above— 

Then through the flying spume he saw 
a swiftly moving shape; a long, lean shape 
of yellow and black, with teeth like white, 
needle-pointed marlin spikes and eyes 
like glowing coals. It stood up on its 
hind legs and pawed to clear itself of 
wreckage that still clung about it; then it 
bounded straight at Mrs. Chase, who was 
trying vainly to get her balance and run. 
But. she fell on the slippery planks, rolled 
half over; she crouched there, bent over 
so as to shield the baby with her body. 

The tiger roared as he sighted them. He 
stopped his rush, then flattened to the 
deck and tensed to spring. Behind him 
trailed a few fathoms of three-inch 
Manila line—some of the cage lashing 
that had somehow hitched itself about 
the tiger’s left hind leg. 

Closer to the deck the great beast 
crouched. His hind paws gripped the yel- 
low pine planks. His ears flattened back 
against his head. His red eyes gleamed 
at his helpless, cornered victims; at Mrs. 
Chase, bent over her baby, and at Danny, 
struck motionless with stark fear. 


ILL THOMAS was forward when the 

wave crashed over, stove in the cage, 
and released the roaring tiger. He ran, 
and having no desire to cross that tiger’s 
bows in the mood it was in, he ran 
swiftly, heading for the fo’e’sle; but then 
he saw that the forward waist was boiling 
with white water and he turned and ran 
aft, thinking to get into the engine room 
or perhaps climb to the wireless room on 
the deck above. 

But he reached neither of these havens 
of refuge; instead, he rushed full tilt upon 
the little drama in the lee of the midship 
deck house. And in that same instant 
there appeared upon the scene old Mutt, 
the mongrel bulldog who wasn’t afraid of 
anything on earth. 

Perhaps Mutt had heard the tiger roar 
and had come looking for him; perhaps 
he had just wandered there by chance; or 
perhaps—but speculation is bootless; Mutt 
was there, and being there, he decided to 
make the best of it. 

His head on one side, he cast a slow 
look around him, his gaze lingering on 
Bill, then coming to a final rest on the 
tiger; then he advanced slowly, grimly, 
and placed himself squarely in the fero- 
cious animal’s path. 

The tiger hunched forward an inch or 
so, impatiently. His eyes blazed out a 

(Continued on page 60) 
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“’Twas the Night Before Christmas — 


Below: King Liberty Model Trumpet 


—and all through the house, not a creature was 
stirring” except Mother, Dad and—well, Johnny 
had been a pretty good boy, and being the oldest, 
maybe Santa didn’t get cross ’cause he peeked. 

But why the big smile on Dad’s face? He’s thinking how 
screamingly happy he would have been if Santa had brought 
him a fine King Band Instrument when he was a boy. 

Dad knows how much fun he missed ’cause 
he couldn’t play a band instrument. He knows, 
too, that boys who spend their spare hours prac- 
ticing and playing don’t get into trouble. 

But Dad, maybe, doesn’t know that King Band 
Instruments are the finest ever made. And, 
maybe he doesn’t know that King Instruments 
can be purchased by making only a small down 
payment—or that any King Instrument will be 
sent on ten-day free trial. 

So, put this advertisement where Dad can find 
it. It may give him a big idea of what you’d like 
for Christmas. But, lots of boys don’t wait for 
Christmas to bring them a King. They earn the 


money themselves or save enough from their allowance to 
buy their own King. The H. N. White Company makes it 
especially easy for boys to do this, 


Every King Band Instrument is packed in a handsome, 
velvet-lined case and is complete and perfect in every respect. 
Because they are made so perfectly—a King is easier to learn to 
play. Most any experienced musician will tell you this. A 
year’s guarantee is given with each instrument. 


And, oh!, but there’s fun to be had playing a 
King. Invitations to fine parties! Happy nights 
spent in practicing and playing at the homes of 
your chums! And extra money to be earned! 

In fact, many boys have “played” their way 
through college. We have a booklet written by 
one young man who did this. A true story! It’s 
called “Tootin’ My Own Horn.” Fillin and mail 
the coupon and we'll send you this book 
free. A fine book to let Dad or Mother read. 
We'll also send you a free copy of our Handy 
Reference Catalog to help you select your King 
Instrument, and a copy of the latest issue of 


our magazine, “‘The White Way”. Don’t 
put this off. Do it now! 


TWENTIETH ANNIVERSARY 


BOOK of TRAINS 


Beautifully Colored 


This book is a veritable“rainbow of colors”, because 
our big 1927 “Anniversary Line” of American Flyer 
electrical and mechanical trains and over 100 acces- 
sories is itself a gorgeous rainbow of colors! Just think 
—every train has its own distinct color! See the 1927 
wide-gauge, remote-control “President’s Special”, a 
6%-foot model of the world-famous 20th Century 
Limited. See the largest and best line of trains ever 
offered to American boyhood! Write today—say 
“send catalog”. It’s FREE. 


AMERICAN FLYER MFG. CO. 
2225 South Halsted Street, Chicago, Illinois 


Stacomb is used by college men everywhere 


Wherever You Are 


ae 


Hair controlled ... right 


On the golf links, on the tennis court— 
even on the woodland trail, Jeaders 
are trim, neat, confident... Experienced 
sportsmen know! Keep your hair in 
order. Use Stacomb daily. 

Stacomb won’t leave your hair 
greasy, over-sleek. Nor dry it out, as 
water does. This remarkable liquid 
keeps it naturally in place—and in 
condition. Counteracts dandruff. 

In famous cream form, too. All drug 
and department stores. 


NEW C.LIQUID 
“"“Stacom 


Standard Laboratories, Inc. 
Dept, R-44, 113 W. 18th St., New York 


FREE send me sample of Stacomb as checked: 
New liquid form ( Cream form (| 


Name. 


Address. 


Work Bench 


ERE at last is a real 
"Chemical ‘Lab, * Just 


EE Magazine 


fhemiata’ 


Sortment of useful apparatus 
and a Chemical Manual con- jm 

ining 608 experiments witl 
descriptions, instructions an 
chemical information. 

Laboratory Work Bench 

and Equipment $35.00 
Weight packed for shipment 
45 pounds, 


The PORTER CHEMICAL CO. 
2121 Summit Avenue 
Hagerstown, Maryland 


\y Cuticura 


Shaving Stick 


Freely Lathering 
Medicinal and Emollient 


Little Brother Pool Table 


A Little Brother to the one grown ups play on. Dad 
will get a real kick playing with you. He can place his 
shots and make the balls behave just like he does on 
the big table. ae 


Mailed Postpal 
nu. san 


tee 


Size. 
19x13x4¥% ins, PRICE 
For sale at leading department $ 450 
stores and toy dealers or mailed 

postpaid upon receipt of price. Order Now 


Made of heavy steel—coated red—lacquered back, 
Green Vello Cloth Top. Balls % in. diameter. 
Cues 4x19in. Completely equipped as illustrated. 
Packed in attractively colored carton. A REAL 
TABLE AT A LOW PRICE. 


Reliance Manufacturing &Supply Co. 
1407 Brighton Road, Pittsburgh, \- 


IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, BE SURE TO GIVE 
YOUR FULL NAME AND COMPLETE ADDRESS, CORRECTLY 


(Continued from page 48) 
warning— 

“Out of the way, dog!” 

“Do your stuff, pussy cat!” 
growled back. 

“T can take you in one mouthful, dog!” 

“But you can’t make me run, cat!” 

So there they stood, face to face, the 
great jungle cat, beautiful, sleek, sinewy, 
quick as light and as cruel as fire, and 
the old canine battler, ugly, clumsy, dis- 
reputable, but as grim as death and abso- 
lutely fearless. His'short, thick legs like 
pillars, his prize fighter’s neck ridged with 
muscle, his undershot jaw thrust out 
ahead of his bulging chest and heavy 
shoulders, Mutt stood like a forty-pound 
block of granite, a little Gibraltar daring 
anyone to try to move him. 

It would have taken a sharp eye to 
follow the spring of that tiger; the splen- 
did body merely twitched, it seemed, and 
a tawny streak arched into the air and 
dropped upon old Mutt. 

The veteran warrior met the tiger head 
on, and his eye, 
trained by years of 


Mutt 


THE AMERICAN Boy 


cleat. The other end of the line. was 
hitched about the tiger’s left hind leg; it 
was the length of three-inch Manila that 
had snarled fast to him when he escaped 
from his sea-battered cage. Danny had 
seen the trailing line; had slipped past 
the busy tiger and caught a quick turn 
with the line about the cleat, and the 
stout Manila, capable of sustaining’ a 
strain of nearly four tons before parting, 
had snubbed the tiger short in the middle 
of his spring. 


ANNY got weakly to his feet. Now 
that the thing was over, he was sick 
and shaky, and happenings around him 
became hazy. As through a mist, he saw 
Captain Chase come shouting and waving 
a revolver; saw Mrs. Chase sobbing over 
her baby; saw the deck force crowd 
around and stare amazed and wondering 
at the dead tiger; then he sank deeper 
into the mistiness, and next thing he knew 
he was in a bunk that he realized curi- 
ously was far softer than his own. 
= Next afternoon, 
the storm having 


battling, was quicker 
than the onlooker’s. 
And somehow, by 
sheer fighting instinct, 
the bulldog’s powerful 
jaws found a grip and 
clamped like a steel 
vise upon that tawny 
throat. His mouth full 
of good firm flesh, so 
that his back teeth 
gripped and met and 
his overdeveloped jaw 
muscles could exert 
all their enormous 
strength, Mutt held 
on, which was the 
sum total of his fight- 
ing knowledge — to 
clamp down and hold 
on, as long as life re- 
mained. So Mutt held 
on. 
The tiger, surprised, 
stood motionless an 
instant. Then he 
roared mightily, lifted 
himself upon his hind 
legs and slashed out 


A STREET FULL 
OF 
TAXI-TOOTS! 


A wide Paris street, 
jammed with swirling 
traffic and shrilling with 
those nerve-wracking 
taxi-toots, barred Tier- 
ney, round-eyed detec- 
tive, from his quarry. 
Did he get his man? 
Read John A. Moroso’s 


“TRAGEDY 
IN THE RUE 
ST. GUILLAUME” 


In December 


passed over and the 
sea calming rapidly, 
the body of Mutt, the 
hero dog, was wrap- 
ped in a square of 
heavy, soft silk—one 
of Mrs. Chase’s much 
cherished treasures 
from the Orient—and 
carried reverently to 
the lee rail. The crew 
assembled to do him 
honor. 

Captain Chase led 
Danny and big Bill 
aside and placed a 
hand on the shoulder 
of each. “I can never 
repay you two for 
what you've done, 
and I know you don’t 
want pay, but I must 
do something to give 
you a glimmering of 
how I feel toward 
you. Tell me what I 
can do for you, and if 
it’s in my power I'll 
do it.” 


with both scimitar- 
armed forepaws. 
Mutt, ripped completely open, hung 
on grimly, his jaws still fast upon 


that mouthful of tiger flesh. True to his 
code, he held to his foe until he died, 
dropping with a dull thud to the deck. 

Mrs. Chase screamed piercingly. Young 
Danny cried out, then ducked to one side 
and ran like a rabbit betwecn the tiger 
and the ship’s rail. Big Bill let out a bel- 
low of rage and reached for a fire axe in 
a metal sheath on the ‘side of the house. 
He snatched it out and sprang between 
the woman and the maddened tiger. 

“He killed old Mutt!” sobbed Bill 
through clenched teeth as he braced him- 
self and swung the axe back over his 
shoulder. “He killed old Mutt!” 

Again the tiger arched into the air; 
again Bill saw the glistening teeth and the 
terrible claws. But Bill, the sea hobo, 
didn’t flinch; his eyes coolly gauging the 
huge beast’s spring, his big, gnarled hands 
tightly gripping the haft of the axe, his 
broad shoulders swinging like a walking 
beam, he started the heavy axe forward 
with all his great strength. 

But at that instant something strange 
happened to the tiger; he disobeyed the 
natural law governing an object in flight, 
and stopped abruptly in mid air, as if a 
giant hand had reached out of the storm 
and clutchea him by the tail. But his 
stop proved only a pause; he resumed his 
flight instantly, but—downward! 

Catlike, he twisted in the air so as to 
land on his feet—and then the sharp 
blade of the axe sliced down and severed 
his spinal column at the base of the brain. 

That ended it; the tiger was dead. 

Bill wrenched the axe free and leaped 
back, staring in wonder at the twitching 
body. What had snatched that great steel- 
spring body out or the air and flung it to 
the deck? What—how— 

And then he saw—saw, beyond the dead 
tiger, young Danny, the mess boy, kneel- 
ing on deck, in his hands a rope’s end 
that he had belayed. about an iron deck 


Danny knew what 
he wanted; Mutt 
had shown him. “I want to study ’n’ be 
something—maybe—maybe a cap’n when 
I get older. Will you learn me naviga- 
tion, Cap’n?” 

Captain Chase beamed. “You bet I 
will, Danny! That's fine! I’ll make a mate 
out of you before many years go by, and 
T'll see that you're promoted right on up 
the line, as fast as you can go.” He 
turned to the embarrassed Bill. “And 
how about you, old-timer?” 

“Ah—” mumbled Bill. 

“Don’t you want to study navigation, 
too?” 


ILL shifted from one foot to the 
other. 

“Ah, Cap’n, I been kickin’ around too 
long to learn new tricks now. I wouldn’t 
be any use as a mate—” 

He faltered. His eye met Danny’s. To- 
gether they looked at the silk-wrapped 
object by the rail. 

“Yeah—yeah!” said Bill with sudden 
fierceness. “I'll study if yuh’ll help me, 
Cap’n! Yeah, honest, if yuh learn me 
navigation -I’lI—I’ll—” 

The captain clapped them both soundly 
on the back and they returned to the lit- 
tle group waiting by the rail. Captain 
Chase read the burial service and spoke 
feelingly, and with an eloquence that sur- 
prised himself. 

“Poor old Mutt is dead, but he died 
like a man—like a man/—and he didn’t 
die in vain. He died fighting, with his 
face to the enemy. He was a grand old 
hero, and we must never forget the thing 
he taught us—courage!” 

The crew, fumbling their hats, shifted 
and a murmur of agreement ran through 
them. Mrs. Chase sobbed. A tear ran 
down Danny’s cheek. Big Bill coughed 
and brushed his sleeve across his eyes. 

A moment later the weighted body of 
the hero dog plunged into the sun-kissed 
sea and went wavering down through the 
clean green water. 
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Test Your Foot- 
ball Brains 


Tackle These Brain Twisters With 
Coach Metzger 


the third set of football problems 

by Sol Metzger. Metzger, once a 
great end on a Pennsylvania University 
team and later a coach and sports writer, 
tells you in these problems about big mo- 
ments in big games—moments where a 
quick decision is vital and a wrong step 
may mean disaster! 

In each problem he leads you up to the 
critical situation and then stops. It’s up 
to you to figure the answer. Speed up 
your brain until it’s humming like an air- 
plane motor, put yourself in the player’s 
shoes, take a quick glance over the grid- 
iron, size things up, and then decide what 
your next move is to be. Are you going 
to kick, pass, buck; or try a trick play? 
If the other side is threatening, how are 
you going to stop them? Make your de- 
cision, and then turn to Page 77 to find 
out what actually happened. Perhaps 
your solution is better than the player's; 
perhaps worse. In any event, you'll have 
given your wits a prod that will make 
them more alert when your next high 
school game comes along. 

There'll be three more of Mr. Metzger’s 
problems next month. 


I [ie you are, football fans, with 


Question I. 


WO years ago, Brown and Harvard 

waged a desperate scoreless tie until 
the closing minutes of the game. Then 
came the break in the form of a long pass 
that brought Brown to within a yard of 
the Crimson goal. The Brown quarter- 
back called his signals—two strings of four 
numbers each, with the second string con- 
taining the charging number—and sent a 
line plunge at the Harvard forwards. It 
failed, and moreover the Brown quarter 
was injured on the play and had to leave 
the field. 

His substitute, who had followed the 
game closely from the bench, took his 
place. The substitute knew that Brown 
would have a difficult time gaining 
through the Harvard line. He knew the 
habits of those Crimson forwards; he’d 
watched them rest on one knee while the 
Brown quarter called the first string of 
numbers and then line up to charge just 
before the starting signal. And suddenly 
he knew what he would do—knew just 
how he would get the ball across those 
last precious yards to a touchdown. Fig- 
ure the answer yourself, and then turn to 
Page 77 and see if you jibe with the 
Brown quarter. 


Question II. 


OU remember, two years ago, when 

Illinois, led by the great Red Grange, 
went east to play Pennsylvania. You re- 
member, too, how Red went wild on a 
muddy field and scored two touchdowns 
before the dazed Penn players could pull 
themselves together. Remember what hap- 
pened then? Penn braced, took the ball, 
and in a few plays brought it almost to 
Illinois’ goal, only to lose it. But Penn, 
growing stronger, was still in a threaten- 
ing position, because Britton, of Illinois, 
would have to punt from behind his own 
goal. And on a muddy day, with a slip- 
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Coast-to-Coast 
In 20 Days 


on a Bicycle 


G. m cutting three days 


om. his former coast- 
to-coast record, it is signi- 
ficant that C.W. Wagner, 
famous Coast-to-Coast 
bicycle rider used a Mor- 
row “V” Coaster Brake. 
Although his Morrow 
“Vv” had already been in 
service 3000 miles, 
twenty days and seven- 
teen hours on the road 
between NewportBeach, 
California and Atlantic 
City did not impair its 
dependability ...... it 
served him unfailingly 
for every one of the 3163 
miles, 


This same trouble free 
service is available to 
every one who rides a 
bicycle. The Morrow 
“Vv” provides powerful 
braking action, smooth 
easy coasting and an in- 
stant and positive for- 
ward drive. lf you speci- 
fy it, your next bicycle 
can. come to you with the 
Morrow “V” installed. 
Make certain it has one. 
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(Continued from page 51) 
pery ball and insecure footing, that’s a 
precarious stunt! 

Britton knew it. He was desperately 
afraid of the consequences. He knew, too, 
that if Penn blocked the ball and made a 
touchdown here, she might take heart and 
stage a rally that would overcome IIli- 
nois’ lead. 

He took his stance in the mud behind 
his own goal. The wet ball came back to 
him from center. He juggled it as he 
prepared to kick. Penn’s linesmen slipped 
through and charged at him just as he let 
go the ball to boot it. 

Inevitably it would be blocked. What 
could he do? What would you do? After 
you've doped it, turn to Page 77 and 
learn how Britton prevented a Pennsyl- 
vania touchdown. 


Question III. 


APTAIN DARLING, of Boston Col- 

lege, was a marked man. But even 
though Georgetown watched him on every 
play—in their game two years ago—he 
was not to be stopped. Largely through 
his brilliance, his team managed to work 
the ball to Georgetown’s 8-yard line. But 


here Georgetown concentrated on Darling 
so intently, and put up such a stubborn 
defense, that two plays gained only a 
yard each. 

Georgetown had played heady football. 
When Darling took up the fullback po- 
sition, Georgetown massed for a line 
plunge. When Darling moved to the right 
halfback position, Georgetown expected 
an end run, and shifted to meet it. 

Darling was stumped. His position in 
the backfield was giving away the play 
and allowing the defense to get set for 
him. Two downs were gone, now, and 
the goal was still six yards away! The 
quarter called for Cronin, left halfback, to 
hit the line straight ahead. Darling was 
in the fullback position, with a half to 
either side. He knew that Cronin could 
not get through the line unless George- 
town was somehow tricked into opening 
up. Right there, he got his inspiration— 
the little trick that opened up the George- 
town line and made it possible for Cro- 
nin to plunge 6 yards for a touchdown. 
Ticklish problem, this. Try your football 
brains on it, and then turn to Page 77. 
Perhaps you can think up even a better 
stunt than Darling's! 


The Yale and Princeton Quarter- 
backs Talk It Over 


(Continued from page 25) 


You can always size up your opponents 

after a few minutes of play by the way 

they come through at you. Some fellows 
just bump you, easy. Others sock you. 

And the information you get that way 

helps you decide where to send your 

plays. My next guess wasn’t so good— 
tried another line play and lost a yard. 

Tried the line a third time and got a 5 

yard penalty here—for offside.” 

CAULKINS: “We refused the penalty.” 

RECK: “Why?” 

CAULKINS: vpy refusing the penalty 
we made it fourth down. Five yards did 
not mean so much to us here. What we 
wanted to do was to give Yale one less 
chance to score.” 

BUNNELL: “Good judgment, too. If 
you had accepted the penalty we’d have 
been only 5 yards farther back—and still 
two tries for a touchdown. With a single 
down left, there was only one thing to do, 
and that was to use our scoring play. You 
know—the one where the halfback heaves 
a flat zone pass—a short, swiftly thrown 
one—to the right end, and the right end 
lobs it to the other halfback who is com- 
ing around outside of him. It’s a surprise 
play, and hard to stop.” 

RECK: “What happened to it?” 

BUNNELL: “Our end got the pass all 
right, but he lobbed it ‘way over Hola- 
bird’s head. He just got excited, I guess.” 
(And thus passes Yale’s glorious oppor- 

tunity to step into the lead! Princeton 
gets the ball on the 14, tries one play at 
the line and then kicks to the Yale 40. 
Yale cracks the line once and then es- 
says the time-honored Statue of Liberty 
play—the one in which a man gets 
back in kicking position, receives the 
ball, carries it back as if to pass, and 
lets an end come around and take it 
from his extended hand for a wide 
sweep around the other end. 

BUNNELL: “The reason we tried this 
play is because we had been kicking on 
second down. Princeton would expect a 
kick, and be unprepared for a running 
play from kick formation.” 

(But the Statue of Liberty play gains 
very little, and after another slant at 
the line, Yale kicks to the Tiger 27. 
CAULKINS: “I signaled for a fair 

catch. The ends were close—I’d have 

been tackled before I’d taken a step—I’d 
already fumbled one punt, and I was tak- 
ing no chances.” 

(On Princeton's first play, Baruch goes 
back to kicking position and heaves a 
pass to Caulkins for a 27-yard gain that 
puts the ball on Yale’s 46. 


RECK: “What’s the reason the pass 
was so successful?” 
CAULKINS: “You remember, two or 


three times before this, I had run wide 
around right end while the play went 


through the line. The first time, the Yale 
defensive half followed me. The second 
time he ran a few steps, looked at me, 
and stopped. The third time, he didn’t go 
out at all. And now I knew the time was 
ripe to take a pass from Baruch.” 

(Here is Princeton's first real threat—first 
down on the Yale 46—but two offside 
penalties in succession ruin it. 
CAULKINS: “One of our ends was re- 

sponsible for both penalties. He was lin- 

ing up wrong.” 

(At this point, Goodwine takes Holabird’s 
place in the Blue back-field. Princeton 
punts to Bunnell on the Yale 29 just as 
the quarter ends, The second period, 
crammed with action, surprises and 
scores, starts tamely. 

BUNNELL: “I started out by trying 
Goodwine at the line twice, and I think 
it was bad judgment. He was our kicker, 
and I was tiring him. On the third down 
I sent him back to kick, and Princeton 
partly blocked it. I was in about the 
same position as Dan, the previous quar- 
ter, when we blocked Baruch’s kick. I 
saw the tackle and end both coming at 
me, I got the tackle, but the end cut in 
and succeeded in partically blocking the 
punt. I don’t think it would have hap- 
pened if I had given Goodwine a rest be- 
fore kicking.” 

(The punt only goes 7 yards, and Prince- 
ton has the ball on Yale’s 37. A line 
play nets a yard, and a pass, seven 
more. 

CAULKINS: “On this play I ran to the 
right again, and this time the Yale half 
followed me, leaving our halfback free to 
receive the pass.’ 

(Real strategy there. Caulkins’ habit of 
running to the right whether the play is 
through the line or in the air is puz- 
zling the Yale backs. Earlier in the 
game, when Caulkins ran to the right, 
nothing happened, and the Yale back 
ceased trying to cover him. Later, Caul- 
kins circles to the right and receives a 
pass. And now he goes to the right 
again—this time drawing the Yale back 
out and opening a gap in the Yale 
secondary where Miles receives Baruch’s 
heave. Now it’s third down and 2 yards 
to gain, on Yale’s 30, 

CAULKINS: “I’m not strong for a line 
plunge in a position like this. Your op- 
ponents expect it and their defense is 
drawn in to meet it. It’s a good place for 
a pass. It’s easier to score from the 30 
yard line. than it is from the 3 and you 
ought to try a play that has a chance of 
getting you across.” 

(Following this reasoning, Caulkins calls 
for a pass which is completed for a 17 
yard gain. That makes it first down for 
the Tiger on Yale’s 13! 

CAULKINS: “When we lined up, I saw 
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that the Yale line was spread out and I 
sent Bridges straight through. He made 
5 yards.” 


BUNNELL: “Our line was worried. 
Your passes had us guessing.” 
CAULKINS: “You tightened up, 


though. Our next drive made 3 yards, and 

the third plunge only a couple of feet, 

leaving us on your 4 yard line.” 

(Fourth down and less than a yard to go! 
Most quarterbacks would call for a line 
plunge to gain those precious inches for 
a first down, but Dan has a different 
idea— 

CAULKINS: “I’m all against a line 
play here. The Yale forwards were 
drawn in tight—shoulder to shoulder. The 
wing backs were right behind the tackles. 
I figured if I could take a short lateral 
pass to the right there’d be no danger of 
interception and I would be able to beat 
anybody in a race to the side lines.” 
(That’s exactly what happened. Dan 

catches a short pass from Baruch, takes 
the Yale defense by surprise, and legs 
it for the other side of the field cross- 
ing the goal just before he reaches the 
side line. Baruch kicks goal and the score 
is Princeton 7, Yale 0. Yale then 
chooses to receive, and Baruch kicks off 
to Bunnell, who runs the ball back to 
the 22. At this point, Bunnell uses his 
eyes—and takes advantage of what he 
sees. 

BUNNELL: “We punted on the first 
down. I saw that Dan was playing close 
and didn’t expect a punt. The ball went 
over his head and rolled back to the 
Princeton 25.” 

(Great kicking! Good headwork. But 
Princeton is in a conquering mood. 
Caulkins tries one play at the line and 
then calls for a pass. Here, again, Dan 
runs wide around the right end, and 
the Yale half doesn’t know whether to 
cover him or not. He wishes he had, 
because Caulkins receives the pass and 
makes 20 yards. Two more passes and 
a plunge drives a shaky, bewildered 
Yale defense back to its own 23. Here 
Captain Bunnell rallies his team, and 
stops the next three plays for less than 
2 yards gain. On fourth down, Prince- 
ton drops back to the 25 and dropkicks. 
Score: Princeton 10, Yale 0. 
BUNNELL: “We chose to receive.” 
RECK: “Why?” 

BUNNELL: “Our team was upset— 
afraid of Princeton’s passing. We wanted 
the ball to start an offense of our own 
and get back some of our confidence.” 
(Yale starts out indomitably to overcome 

the Tiger advantage. Failing receives 

the kick-off on the 10 and carries it to 
the 33 in a magnificent run. On the first 
play, the Yale fullback—Kline—steps 
through a hole on the right side of 

Princeton’s line, shakes off several tack- 

lers and makes 15 yards. Failing shoots 

through center for 5 more. Here is a 

Yale team, fighting against adversity 

with a rush that is taking Princeton off 

her feet. 

BUNNELL: “It was time to vary the 
line attack, so we tried a reverse.” 

RECK: “That’s the one where your 
back takes the ball, runs to the right, 
passes it to another back, who carries it to 
the left and in turn passes it to another 
man who swings back on a wide end 
run?” 

BUNNELL: “Yes. You bring your own 
linesmen back out of the line to run in- 
terference for you. Have to, because you 
have already scattered your backs,” 

RECK: “Did it work?” 

BUNNELL: “Lost us 5 yards. The 
man who carried the ball last was groggy 
—he’d been severely bumped on the pre- 
vious’ play—and couldn’t get away. The 
coach took him out on this play and sent 
in Hoben.” 

(This 65-yard loss temporarily halts the 
Blue advance, and Yale punts beauti- 
fully to the Tiger 8, where a Yale man 
falls on the ball to keep it from rolling 
over the goal line. This would have 
given. Princeton the ball on its own 20. 
CAULKINS: “That left us in a tough 

position. We couldn’t kick safely because 
the goal posts were in the way. I finally 
sent Bridges off right tackle to get away 
from the posts and give our kicker more 
room. He didn’t gain.” 

(Now comes the most unusual, most in- 
teresting play of the game. Caulkins— 
unwilling to risk a kick—calls for a for- 


ward pass from behind his own goal 

line! And then—disaster! Hoben, of 

Yale, intercepts it and dodges all the 

way back to the Tiger 3. 

RECK: “Why did you risk a pass here, 
when you were 10 points ahead and the 
half almost over?” 


CAULKINS: “Because I thought a 


~ punt might be disastrous. Yale had al- 


ready blocked one punt, and would cer- 

tainly try harder than ever to do it now. 

I could just see Sturhahn and Richards 

breaking through. Even if Yale didn’t 

block it there was danger that the ball 
would hit the goal posts, or that the 
kicker, worried by the posts, would get off 

a poor kick. And the best of punts would 

surrender the ball to Yale on our own 

30 or 35.” 

RECK;: “But wouldn’t an intercepted 
pass be even more fatal than a poor 
kick?” 

CAULKINS: “Not a long pass. With 
our ends going down under it, a long pass, 
intercepted, is as good as a punt. Better, 
in this case, because if we punted, Bun- 
nell could have signaled for a fair catch 
and had a free chance at a dropkick. But 
we didn’t expect it to be intercepted. So 
far, we had completed 11 out of 13 
passes.” 

RECK: “And you figured that the 
chances were 11 to 2 that you would com- 
plete this one?” 

CAULKINS: “Better than that because 
Yale wouldn’t be expecting a pass. Baruch 
is one of the coolest, most accurate pass- 
ers I’ve ever seen, and I felt certain that 
he’d get away with it. And if he did, we’d 
be in possession of the ball, perhaps on 
the 30-yard line, whereas a punt—even a 
successful one—would have given Yale the 
ball in about the same place.” 

RECK: “To sum it up, you thought 
that a pass was a safer way out of your 
difficult position than a punt.” 

CAULKINS: “That’s it, exactly. Even 
the best punt would give our opponents a 
chance for a fair catch and a dropkick—” 
(The team receiving a fair catch is per- 

mitted by the rules to try a dropkick 

with the other team lined up ten yards 
in front of them. A sure score, if the 
goal is not too far away and the kicker 

a good one. 

CAULKINS: “—while a pass would 
permit us to hold the ball and gain dis- 
tance, If it was grounded we'd still have a 
chance to punt and if it was intercepted, 
we could tackle the intercepter and be in 
as good position as if we’d punted.” 

RECK: “What actually happened?” 

CAULKINS: “I ran forward and got 
into the clear. If Baruch had seen me, I 
think the play would have been suc- 
cessful. But the pass was too far away 
for me to reach, and Hoben” (Yale) 
“caught it. I made a dive for him and 
missed, and he ran straight down the side 
line to within three yards of our goal.” 
(Yale tries two plays at the line and fails 

to gain. On the next play, Goodwine cir- 

cles Princeton's right end, twisting, piv- 
oting and stiff-arming his way over the 
goal for a touchdown. Sturhahn kicks 
goal and the score is Princeton 10, Yale 

7. Anybody'’s game now! Princeton 

elects to receive the kick-off. 

CAULKINS: “We chose to receive be- 
cause the half was nearly up and we 
wanted to hold the ball until the gun.” 
(But the half isn’t over, by a long shot! 

Princeton receives the kick-off and runs 

it back to the 37. After one line play, 

Princeton tries a pass, but two Yale 

linemen bfeak through and knock the 

ball from the passer's hands while he’s 
attempting to get it off. Madly inspired 
defense, that! 

BUNNELL: “We missed a_ golden 
chance there. Both Richards and Sturhahn 
got through on that play, and both of 
them went for the passer. If one of them 
had taken the ball and the other had 
blocked the passer out of the way, we’d 
have had a touchdown. Just one of those 
plays where the sudden flash of inspira- 
tion did not come.” 

(It's now Yale’s ball on Princeton’s 22— 
and the time growing short! 
BUNNELL: “Coach Jones sent in the 

best passer we have—Noble. The half was 

so nearly up that we abandoned the hud- 
dle and used signals. Noble’s first pass 
was incomplete and his second one was 
good for only two yards. We had to pass, 
(Continued on page 64) 
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men who like to be up-to-the- 
minute in the things they wear. 
Styles that have zip and pep to 
them. Newest shades of leather. 
And dad won’t growl when you 
ask for the price of a pair, for 
they’re only $7.50. 

You ought to stop in at the 
Walk-Over shop and see these 
brand-new styles. 

Send for your free copy of 
the newbooklet,“Home Runs,” 
by Lou Gehrig of the New York 


Yankees. 


GEO. E. KEITH COMPANY, CAMPELLO, 


LUCKY WALKER #750 


Walk-Overs are made in three grades—Cus- 
tom, Standard, and Special. This is the Lucky 
Walker, a Special Grade shoe at $7.50 


BROCKTON, MASS, 
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FOOT STOOL 
See LePage’s Book, page 


SPANISH SHIP MODEL 
Bee LePage's Book, Page 2 


This wonderful NEW Book 


will show you how to make twenty 
attractive pieces of gift furniture 


EVER before has a book been offered that 

contains so much practical work shop help 
at so low a price, It contains complete informa- 
tion for making 20 different pieces of gift furni- 
ture, designed by an expert—attractiye, artistic, 
useful, practical, and easy to make. Any one of 
them is ideally suited to be a prized and hand- 
some Christmas gift. 

The clear, easy-to-follow, printed directions, 
given step by step, from start to finish, for each 
project, are supplemented by complete dimen- 
sion working drawings and photographs of the 
finished articles, 

The designs for these gifts and the directions 
for making them were prepared for us by William 
W. Klenke, Instructor in Woodworking, Central 
Commercial and Manual Training High School, 
Newark, New Jersey. Assurance is therefore 
given you that every project is thoroughly prac- 
tical and clearly presented. 


In addition, this new LePage’s book contains 
full information on how to secure plans for mak- 
ing eighteen more new projects, prepared by 
Frank I, Solar, Teacher of Manual Training in 
Detroit. Public Schools, and widely-known tool 
craft writer. 


Send 10 cents for this LePage’s 
Home Work Shop Book 


TRY making some of these gifts for yourself. 
You'll be surprised and pleased, at the nice 
things you can make. Just write your name and 
address on the coupon below, tear it off and mail 
to us today with 10 cents (coin or stamps) and 
we will at once send you a copy of LePage’s 
Home Work Shop Book, postage paid. Address 
LePage’s Craft League, 502 Essex Ave., Glou- 
cester, Mass. Tear out the coupon now so you 
won't forget it. 


Mail this coupon 


9 . LePace’s Crart LEAcuE, 
( 502 Essex Ave., Gloucester, Mass. 
Gentlemen: Enclosed please find 10 cents (coin 
or stamps) in payment for LePage’s NEW 
Home Work Shop Book, Please send a copy 
of this book to: 


Handiest Tool in 
your Work Shop 


Name .. 


Strect .. 


Make them yourself 
out of 


IDAHO WHITE PINE 


ERE’S the wood for making things—Idaho White 

Pine. It ‘cuts like butter’ either across or against the 
grain. You can fill it as full of nails as Chester Gump's 
honor pole without splitting it. 


It’s easy to work into useful and good-looking articles. 
Lots of fellows make things for their own rooms from 
Idaho White Pine—abook rack, table or stand. If mother 
needs a shelfin the kitchen, or a bread board, make it for 
her out of Idaho White Pine. 

Every boy should have a bird house or two, You can make 
them in any shape or design from Idaho White Pine be- 
cause it’s so soft —and, my, how beautifully it paints up. 


We have prepared a Plan Book for Boy Builders contain- 
ing detailed instructions for making a dozen easily made 
and handsome articles. We have some beautiful Idaho | Western Prvz MANUFACTURERS ASSN. 
White Pine especially cut from which you can make the | 51° Yeon Bldg., Portland, Oregon 4 
first five, Send us 60 cents to cover all costs including | rane) for which send tre weve Bing Meas for 
transportation, along with the coupon in the corner of | Boy Builders and enough Idaho White Pine to 
this advertisement, and we will send you plans and wood 


make five useful articles. 


together. 
Western Pine Manufacturers | 
Association I 

PORTLAND, OREGON I 
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THE AMERICAN Boy 


For the Boys to Make 


By A. Neely Hall 


Author of “Boy Craftsman,” “Homemade Games,” etc. 


GOOD book deserves 

a good nook to hold 

it in readiness for a 
second reading, for refer- 
ence, or to lend. With a 
place for the book and the 
book in its place, we don’t 
have to hunt from pantry 
to coat closet when we 
want it. 


A Pier Book Case 


HIS tall, slim boy of 
five open shelves, is 
the latest thing in book- 
cases, and quite right for 
the living room. It re- 
minds one of a_grand- 
father’s clock, and it oc- 
cupies about the same 
amount of space. Most 
men are sold on it. Women 
folks go wild over it. 
Which leads me to cau- 
tion you against present- 
ing one without a fore- 
warning to a relative or 
friend with a weak heart. 
The pier bookcase may 
be built of hard or soft 
wood, For a lacquer or 
enamel job you cannot do 
better than use a_ soft 
pine. The wood should be 
not thinner than % inch. 
You will need two 10-inch 
boards 10 feet long, for 
sides A, shelves B, face 
piece C and top pieces D; 
about 15 feet of window- 


RABBET 


screen molding for trimming the edges, 
and a strip of wallboard or three-ply or 
five-ply veneer for back E. 

Figure 1 of the diagrams shows a front 
view of the bookcase, Fig. 2 shows a cross 
section with the spacing of the shelves, 
Fig. 3 is a pattern for side pieces A, Fig. 
4 for shelves B, and Fig. 5 for top pieces 
D. Figure 6 shows how pieces D are bev- 
eled to form a peaked top. Figure 7 shows 
a cross section of the screen molding E 
used for trimming the face edges of the 
side pieces and shelves, Figure 8 is a pat- 
tern for cutting the lower ends of side 
pieces A, and Fig. 9 is a pattern for face 
piece C. 

If the boards you get show marks of 
the planer, dress them down with plane 
and sandpaper. Lay out sides A, first. The 
notch shown at the upper left-hand cor- 
ner of the diagram is for face piece C to 
fit in (Fig. 2). A rabbet is shown along 
the right-hand edge. This is made to re- 
ceive the edge of the wallboard or ply- 
wood back E. Make it of the thickness 
of the material by % inch deep. Cut it 
with a chisel, and smooth it with sand- 


paper. Lay out the lower 
end by the pattern of 
Fig. 8. Bore 1-inch holes 
to form the rounded 
sides of the opening, and 
use a coping saw for cut- 
ting out the piece. 
With the pattern of 
the face piece C marked 
off in squares and the 
radii for the curves in- 
dicated thereon, you will 
have no difficulty in lay- 
ing out, the full-size pat- 
tern. Cut out the piece 
with a coping saw or 
compass saw, and smooth 
up the edges with plane, 


file and sandpaper. A 
half-round file is excel- 
lent for working up 
curved edges such as 
these. 

Cut pieces D of the 
peaked top by the pat- 
tern of Fig. 5, but leave 
the beveling of the edges 


Aneatbook- until. you have assem- 
case for "he bled the rest of the book- 
pean Nd case, so that you may 
rawings On ~~ make an exact fit. Rab- 
this page 


bet the back edge of 
each piece the same as 
you did that of sides A, 
to receive back E. 

Draw lines across both faces of the side 
pieces to locate the positions of the 
shelves. Use glue and finishing nails 2 
inches long for fastening the sides to the 
shelf ends. When you have assembled 
these, fasten face piece C in the notched 
corners of sides A. Then bevel the ends of 
peak pieces D to fit properly, and nail 
them to ends A and face piece C. 

Next, cut the wallboard or ply-wood 
back E to fit in the rabbets cut for it, 
and glue: and nail it in place. 

With the back in place, trimming the 
edges of sides A and shelves B is next in 
order. Cut these strips to fit, and fasten 
with glue and brads. 

After assembling the bookcase, go over 
the model with a nail-set and, after set- 
ting all the nail heads, fill the holes with 
putty. Then rub up all surfaces with sand- 
paper, and scrape off glue that may have 
squeezed out of joints. 

Enamel is best for finishing the pier 
bookcase. I used two coats of Chinese ver- 
milion for the model, after having first 
given the surfaces a priming coat, of flat- 
white. After the priming coat, and again 
after the first coat, of enamel has dried 
hard, rub down lightly with No. 00 sand- 
paper. 

It is probably unnecessary to caution 
aor to apply enamel in a room free from 
ust. 


show how 
to build it. 


A Wall Rack 


HE photograph shows a type of wall 
rack now in vogue. Finished with one 
of the popular shades of red or green 
lacquers or enamels, it is a most attrac- 
tive book nook for living room or bed- 
room. It’s just the right size for a fel- 
low’s working library. 
Use wood % inch thick for the wall 
rack. Clear pieces of box boards will do. 
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Tf you cannot find long enough pieces for 
the ends, rip and plane a thicker board 
to_% inch. 

Figure 1 of the diagrams shows a cross 
section of the wall rack, with the shelf 
spacing. Figure 2 shows a pattern for end 
pieces A, Figs. 3 to 5 dimensions of 
shelves B, C, and D, 
and Fig. 6a pattern for 
shelf back BE. 

The pattern for ends 
A has been ruled off into 
squares to assist you in 
reproducing the curved 
edges. To make a full- 
size pattern, rule off 
thirty-two horizontal 
lines and seven vertical 
lines, 1 inch apart. Then 
draw the curves across 
the large squares exactly 
as they are drawn across 
the small squares. 

Shelves B, C, and D 
are of equal length but 
they vary in width (Figs. 
3, 4, and 5.) Lay out 
shelf E by the pattern 
of Fig. 6, and bore’ a 
pair of hanger holes 
through it as indicated. 

Use glue and finishing 
nails 1%4 inches long for 
assembling the rack. Lo- 
eate the shelf positions 
in pencil upon the side 
pieces, so there'll be no 
chance of going wrong in 
nailing together the rack. 
Set the nail heads below 
the surfaces, and putty 
the holes. Then clean up 
the surfaces with sand- 
paper, and round the 
edges slightly. 

Chinese vermilion and apple green are 
two popular colors. -You can apply brush- 
ing lacquer satisfactorily on surfaces as 
small as those of the wall rack, if you 
work rapidly, but enamel is much easier 
to handle because it dries slowly. 


A handy wall 
book case, 


Book Ends 


(penne is nothing better than book 
ends for books in use. A pair for the 
living room table, another for the desk, 
is the proper stunt. An excellent pair can 
be turned out so easily and quickly that 
you might make several while you're at 
it, including one or two extra pairs for 
gifts, anticipating the holiday season just 
around the corner. 

Various materials are used for book 


ends, but all that you need for the pair 
shown in the accompanying sketch is a 
piece of galvanized iron of the weight used 
for sheet metal roofs and decks. You can 
get a scrap at a tinner’s shop or hard- 
ware store, and if you don’t own tin snips 
you can have the cutting done, or do it 
yourself, at the shop. 

The diagram below the 
sketch of the book ends 
shows the dimensions. Lay 
out the pattern full size 
upon heavy paper or light- 
weight cardboard. The top 
is arched. Draw a center 
line and locate the center 
for the arch upon the line. 
A strip of cardboard with 
holes punched 2% inches 
apart, one hole for a pin 
center, the other for a 
pencil, makes a good com- 
pass. Round the four cor- 
ners as shown. With the 
pattern carefully drawn, 
cut it out, and use it to 
mark around upon a piece 
of galvanized iron. 

When you have cut out 
a pair of book ends, true 
up the edges, and round 
them, with a file. Then lo- 
cate and draw the line for 
folding, indicated by a 
dotted line in the diagram, 
and make a right-angle 
fold, bending the metal 
over a sharp edge. 

There are several ways 
to finish metal. One way 
is to use radiator bronze. 


+ 
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A better way is to coat the surfaces 
with gesso, stipple this with the tip 
of your finger, and when the gesso 
has hardened, polychrome it. You 
can buy gesso at an art store, but it 
costs less to make it. Here is the 
formula for a cupful: 1 gill can of 
LePage’s glue, 1% cups of whiting, 3 
teaspoons of linseed oil, and 3 tea- 
spoons of varnish. Mix thoroughly. 
To polychrome a surface, apply a 
coat of gold radia- 
tor bronze. Then, 
when the bronze has 
hardened, brush 
medium chrome- 
green oil paint over 
the surface, and wipe 
it off with a rag. This 
will leave the high 
lights in bronze, and 
the depressions 
green. Glue piece of felt to the under side 
of the book ends. 


@. 
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Book ends 
for your table. 
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Napoleon said: 


“an army moves on its belly” 


A World-Famous 


Athlete says: 


‘games are won by the feet” 


ST as the proper food is an 

essential to the success of an 
army, the right kind of shoes are 
of paramount importance to a 
winning athlete. 


Today leading stars and coaches 
realize the vital necessity of quick 
sure footwork—and they select for 
themselves and the players under 
their care the shoes that lend the 
greatest power and strength to 
the feet. 


In basketball, as well as in 
many other branches of sport 
more and more of the greatest 
athletes insist on Keds. For Keds 
give strength and security to feet 
and ankles and, at the same time, 
allow for the speedy footwork that 
wins games. 


The special Keds basketball 
shoe shown below is built to grip 
the floor surely—to prevent slip- 


Here’s the shoe 
that’s built for speed! 


“SPRING-STEP”—This new special Keds 
basketball shoe is just what he’s been looking 
for, says one of America’s most famous basket- 
ball coaches. The diagram shows you why. 
The “Spring-Step” has a tough sure-gripping 
sole and is shaped to fit your feet. Comes in 
white with black trim. 


WIDE INSTEP STAY. 


IMPROVED 
LACING STRIP 
CONSTRUCTION 


RIBBED GUM 
TOE STRIP. 


They are not Keds 


Trade Mark Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 


ping and sliding. The soles are 
tough and springy, absorbing the 
jars that tire muscles and slow 
down play. The uppers are light 
—yet so strong that they protect 
the ankles against sudden twists 
and sprains. And the special 
Feltex innersole helps to keep 
the feet comfortable. 


HERE are Keds for every 

sport, indoors and out. Keds 
are worn by champion athletes 
from coast to coast, by more lead- 
ing basketball teams than any 
other brand of shoe. 

Ask for Keds by name. And be 
sure to look for the name Keds 
on the shoe. Keds come in all 
popular styles, at prices from 
$1.25 to $4.50. They are made 
only by 


United States Rubber Company 


NON- CHAFING 
FLARE TOP 


BACK STAY 


CUSHION 
FELTEX ul EEL kere 


ARCH INSOLE “Ps 


CUSHION 
(Sponge 


unless the name Keds is on the shoe 
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STEP THIS WAY GENTS-|ONLY 5¢ TO SEE 

AN SEE THE =~ Hind LIFT TWO 

STRONGMAN [ » 7 MEN W/TH P ( 
: ONE HAND: ( . y) 


INTRODUCIN' Son 
SmiTTY— TH’ (o 


STRONG ] 


MAN. 


(WO HERE GoES— 
RIGHT OUTTA 


Mus Pocket! 


i { *|SMITH BROTHERS, 


* Strong on headwork, anyway * 


lies all right to cultivate big muscles, but it’s 
better to develop big, brawny good health! 


Mere 


strength 
isn’t 
enough 


Protect yourself against germs! Just slip a 
Smith Brothers’ Cough Drop in your mouth! 


An SB is good candy plus protection. It 
soothes and cools the irritated throat tissues, 
leaving them smooth and clear. 


Smith Brothers are the Lionel Strongforts 
of good health —add them to your “daily 
dozen” and stay well! 


“The cheapest health insurance in the world” 
5c—S. B. or MENTHOL 


SMITH BROT 


HE CANDY COUGH DROP 


SMITH BROTHERS 


a5) 


Keep them 
shining! 


'HERE’S no place to hide your feet when you 

need a shine! “Self-conscious” shoes are 
shabby, neglected shoes. Remember—a neat ap- 
pearance goes along way towards making a good 
impression, and shoes get the “once over” first. 

Two minutes a day spent with a brush and a 
good home shoe polish will keep them shining 
—and save you embarrassment. 


Every morning—Rise and Shine with 


wl = SuinovA 


LARGE All Colors 
- TIN 15c At All Dealers 


- The HOME Shoe Polishes 


THE AMERICAN Boy 


Books You’d Like to Own 


Writers and Artists Pick Favorites for Your Library | 


. ON’T you suggest ten extra good 
W books for the boy who wants to 
start his own library or add to 
the one he has started?” That’s what we 
asked a dozen or of “The American 
Boy” writers and artists. 
These men know what boys like to read 
They write for boys, illustrate for them, 
camp and fish and hike with them. They 
have boys of their own. They were live- 
wire boys themselves and not so long 
ago that they've forgotten how it feels, 
either. 
No wonder they’ve picked out “corking 


good books that a boy will want to 
read, and read again,” as one of them says 
of his hand- ed ten. 


We've packed all these extra good tens 
together, eliminating duplicates, and we’re 
going to give you the list right now so 


g 
that you can get some books selected be- 
fore a blustering winter night maroons 
you in front of the fire with nothing to 
read. Now’s the time to start a private, 
personal, highly prized library of your 
own, or add to the one you've already 
started. 


s that? You can’t afford to start 
You've got that all wrong. You 
can’t afford not to start one. Not in this 
man’s world, where so many highly enter- 
taining and inspiring and important things 
are put down in black and white. In these 
days, he who reads may run, just about 
any job he wants to run—for he ean get 
miles ahead of the fellow who doesn’t 
read. 

Save just a dime a week for books, and 
you can have from two to five dandy new 
books every year. Or you can blow in 
the whole five dollars and some cents for 
a fat, fast-stepping travel-adventure book. 
We've done it, hurray! But plan your 
own plans—as long as you get yourself an- 
other good book every once in a while. 

Books are fine friends. They make you 
happy. They make you forge ahead. 

Get your library started. Keep it grow- 
ing. 

Here’s help. Study this list of extra 
good books, prime favorites, old and new, 
of Ellis Parker Butler, Charles Livingston 
Bull, Anton Otto Fischer, Laurie Y. Ers- 
kine, William Heyliger, Armstrong Perry, 
R. M. Brinkerhoff, F. C. Yohn, John A. 
Moroso, A. Neely Hall, Hubert Evans, 
and Franklin M. Reck—all men whom 
you've met in “The American Boy” and 
like a lot. 

And you'll like their hand-picked line- 
up of stirring adventure and world-wide 
travel, inspiring biography and rollicking 
humor, useful how-to-do-it books and 
thrilling scientific talks. No end of good 
yarns on this list, and plenty of the finest 
itten. Some of these you 
probably have, but unless you're un- 
usually lucky you don’t own anywhere 
near so many as you’d like to own. Grab 
your pencil and as you run down the line 
check the books you want to get first: 
We, Charles Lindbergh. 

Drums, James Boyd. 

Revolt in the Desert, T. E. Lawrence. 

Under Frozen Stars, George Marsh. 

Book of the Pirates, Howard Pyle. 

Chevrons, Leonard Nason. 

The Lost World, A. Conan Doyle. 

The Blazed Trail, Stewart Edward White. 

Marching On, James Boyd. 

Smoky, Will James. 

The White Company, A. Conan Doyle. 

The Pearl Lagoon, Charles Nordhoff. 

After School, Laurie Erskine. 

The Rover, Joseph Conrad. 

The Virginian, Owen Wister. 

Bunker Bean, Harry Leon Wilson. 

Rewards and Fairies, Rudyard Kipling. 

Call of the Wild, Jack London. 

The Last of the Vikings, Johan Bojer. 

Thrall of Lief the Lucky, Selma Lagerlof. 

Far Away and Long Ago, W. H. Hudson, 

Bealby, H. G. Wells. 

Mr. Pratt, Joseph Lincoln. 

Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea, 
Jules Verne. 

Puck of Pook’s Hill, Rudyard Kipling. 

War of the Worlds, H. G. Wells. 

Fix Bayonets, John W. Thomason, Jr. 


Galapagos, William Beebe. 

Trader Horne, by Himself. 

Westward Ho, Charles Kingsley. 

The Cloister and the Hearth, Charles 
Read. 

Conjuror’s House, Stewart Edward White. 

A Little Boy Lost, W. H. Hudson. 

The Pickwick Papers, Charles Dickens. 

The Riverman, Stewart Edward White. 

Randvar, the Songsmith, Selma Lagerlof 

Ivanhoe, Sir Walter Scott. 

The Jungle Book, Rudyard Kipling. 

The Second Jungle Book, Rudyard Kip- 
ling. 

Green Mansions, W. H. Hudson. 

Game Trails of British Columbia, Bryan 
Williams. 

Kipps, H. G. Wells. 

The Laughing Rider, Laurie Erskine. 

Napoleon, Emil Ludwig. 

Tale of Two Cities, Dickens. 

The Sportsman’s Workshop, Warren H. 
Miller. 

Outdoor Boy Craftsman, A. Neely Hall. 

Bob, Son of Battle, Alfred Ollivant. 

Cadet Days, Charles King. 

Men of Iron, Howard Pyle. 

The Spell of the Rockies, Enos A. Mills. 

The Last of the Mohicans, James Feni- 
more Cooper. 

Mr. Midshipman Easy, Frederick Marr- 
yat. 

Through the Brazilian Wilderness, Theo- 
dore Roosevelt. 

Field and Forest Handy Book, Dan Beard 

The Three Musketeers, Alexander Dumas. 

Tom Sawyer, Mark Twain. 

The ea uoa don of Henry Adams, by Him- 
self. 

The Research Magnificent, H. G. Wells. 

Secrets of Baseball, Mitchell Charnley. 

Match Play, William Tilden, Jr. 

Science of Basketball, Walter E. Mean- 
well. 

Football, How to Play It, John W. Wilce. 

Football and How to Watch It, Percy 
Haughton. 

Blue Water, F. W. Wallace. 

Robinson Crusoe, Daniel Defoe. 

The Pilot, J. Fenimore Cooper. 

Little Shepherd of Kingdom Come, John 
Fox, Jr. 

Huckleberry Finn, Mark Twain. 

Pendennis, Thackeray. 

Two Years Before the Mast, R. H. Dana. 

The Arcturus Adventure, William Beebe. 

The Lure of the Labrador Wild, Dillon 
Wallace. 

The Pit, Frank Norris. 

The Little White Bird, James Barrie. 

Lalla Rookh, Thomas Moore, 

Kim, Rudyard Kipling. 

The Fortunes of Oliver Horn, J. Hopkin- 
son Smith. 

Treasure Island, R. L. Stevenson. 

The White Cockade, Charles Gibson. 

Lorna Doone, R. D. Blackmore. 

Les Miserables, Victor Hugo. 

The Prince and the Pauper, Mark Twain. 

The Mysterious Island, Jules Verne. 

A Gipsy of the Horn, Rex Clements. 

Last Days of Pompeii, Bulwer-Lytton. 

Nicholas Nickleby, Charles Dickens. 

Moby Dick, Herman Melville. 

Jacob Faithful, Frederick Marryat. 

The Life of Insects, Jean Henri Fabre. 

Alone Across the Atlantic, Alain Gerbault. 

The Conquest of Mexico, Helen Ward 
Banks. 

Teka, Heliex, Gentleman, Dinah M. M. 
Sraik. 

The Life of Christ, Frederick W. Farrar. 

Dombey and Son, Charles Dickens. 

The Assault of Mt. Everest, C. G. Bruce. 

The Friendly Arctic, Vilhjalmur Stefans- 
son. 

Carpentry and Mechanics for Boys, A. 
Neely Hall. 

Outline of History, H. G. Wells. 

The Spy, James Fenimore Cooper, 

Tolerance, Hendrik Van Loon. 

Boys’ Home Book of Science and Con- 
struction, Alfred P, Morgan. 

Why We Behave Like Human Beings, 
George L. Dorsey. 

Ship Model Making, Capt. E. Armitage 
McCann. 

Shelters, Shacks and Shanties, Dan Beard. 

Happy Afterthought No. 1: This is a 
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NEXT TO WINGS 


SWIFTER STURDIER_ - SAFER 


THE MAKING OF 
PETER CRAY 


The Best New 


Books 


THE BOY SCOUTS YE. 
BOOK. Edited by Fra: 


for Boys 


R 


lin K. Mathiews. Stories, 
articles, games, pictures, 
The big boys’ book of the year. $2.50 


THE MAKING OF PETER CR AY 
By William fey Hiaer A story of Pie 
75, 


fae 
A story of hidden treas- 
nture. $1.75 
THE WAR CHIEF 


By Elmer Russell Gregor. A tale of 


Western Indians before the white man 
came. 1.75 


BEYOND THE DOG’S NOSE 
By Harold M Sherman. Three 
chums solve a puzzling mystery 

Send for Free Illustrated Catalog 
of Boys’ Books 


boy 
$1.75 


D. APPLETO: 
35 West 32d Street 


ND COMPANY 
New York 


Have YouaCamera? 


Write for free sample of our big magazine, showing 
how to take better pictures and earn money. 


AMERICAN PHOTOGRAPHY, 111 Camera House, Boston, 17, Mass. 


EXCERCISE YOUR 


PLAY 
PSY 


BRAIN 
HIC 


of SKILL 
CROWDED WITH EXCITING 
SITUATIONS 
w to lS Persons can y 
A GREAT GAME FOR YOUTH: 


PSYCHIC BASE BALL CORP «} 


389 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, N. Y. 
Enclosed find 75¢ for Complete Game-Rules-Score Cards 


Name. 


Addres: 


thought that will make some of your 
friends and relatives just as happy as it 
makes you. When you're asked if you 
won't say what you'd like for a Christmas 
or birthday gift, give your father or your 
uncle or your inquiring friend the names 
of several books you'd like to own, and he 
ean select a gift he knows will hit the 
spot. 

Happy Afterthought No. 2: Your book- 
seller will be glad to order for you any 
of these books that he doesn’t happen to 
have in stock. But if you can’t get into a 
bookshop (that’s not our trouble—we can 
not get out of a bookshop), write to the 
Book Editor of THe American Boy, 550 
Lafayette Boulevard, Detroit, Michigan, 
and he'll tell you how to get any book 
you want. 


In the Morning 
Mail 


$5.00 for the Best Letter Each Month 


ETTERS, and more letters! Every 

mail brings them. Letters from every 

part of the world on every conceivable 
subject! 

And still we’re not satisfied. Write us 
some more. Try and swamp us! Even if 
we can’t answer each letter individually, 
we promise to read every one. And each 
month we're going to publish the best let- 
ter in the magazine and pay the writer 
five dollars. Load that fountain pen and 
fire aw All letters received up to 
November 15, will be considered as en- 
tered in the November competition—later 
ones will be included with the December 
batch. Look in the January issue for No- 
vember's best letter. 

This past month has been a dinger—full 
of commands, pleas, comments and prods. 

“For gosh sakes!” writes David Cerwin, 
of Rock Island, Illinois, “The contest edi- 
tor has been on a long vacation! Bring 
him back!” 

Well—the contest editor is back, so we 
are resting easy on that score. ssell 
Bankson, Oil City, Pennsylvania, asks us 
something a lot harder. He wants to 
know how to build a fireless cooker. Halp! 
Halp! There’s nothing a reader won’t ask 
us. 
R. P. Saalbach, Pittsburgh, wants us to 
bring back to the magazine his old favor- 
ites—particularly Catty Atkins, Wee-wee 
Moore, Jibby Jones and Mark Tidd. He’s 
going to get ’em, too. Mark Tidd returns 
this winter, and Jibby will be with us 
right along. The others? We don’t know 
just when they'll be bs 

Burton Eugene Duv ayette, Missouri, 
is a discerning reader. “Jim Tierney,” he 
writes, “seems to have taken English les- 
sons. I noticed in some of Moroso’s early 
stories, Jim said ‘I gotta,’ and in recent 
Tierney tales he says, ‘I got to.’ However, 
Jim has preserved all of his humor, and I 
certainly enjoy him!” 

A San Francisco reader writes us_that 
he has just completed his first baby R. O. 
se off the ground) model airplane. 
m its second flight,” he says, “it found 
a window and sailed out over the boule- 
vard. I didn’t have it set for altitude, 
though, and it collided with a sedan. The 
sedan wasn’t hurt much, but you ought to 
see the plane! But I don’t mind. I’m 
building another one, and it’s going to be 
a lot better. I’ve started an airplane 
model club in our neighborhood, too. 
Hurry up with that November issue de- 
scribing the indoor pusher model!” 

One letter comes all the way from John 
Neblett, of Havana, Cuba, and contains a 
picture of the writer holding a pursuit- 
type model plane. Especially interesting, 
those letters with pictures! 

Mason Stevens, son of the head master 
at the Cranbrook School for boys, in 
Bloomfield Hills, Michigan, writes us that 
he’s tried out the new Remington smooth 
bore ammunition. With his dad, he shot 
the bul ye out of a target, and sunk a 
model boat. “The best part of it is,” he 
says, “that the bullets leave the rifle bar- 
rel nice and clean!” 

We can’t tell you about all the letters 
that come in—there’s not enough space. 
Shoot us yours, and win that five dollars! 


TELL Dada Buescher Saxophone 
is the only thing you really crave 
this Christmas. 


Say to him “music practice will hel 
me to stand at the head of all my 
classes at school; it will exercise my 
mind and train me to remember; it 
willmakemeorderlyaboutthingsand 
develop my lungs and muscles,” These 
are facts proved by the U. S. Com- 
missioner of Education. 


Get This Over, Too! 
Tell Mother you'll stay in evenings 
and practice, and that she'll be mighty 
proud of youwhen you play for com- 
pany or she sees you marching down 
the street with the band. 


Get Them to Plug For You 
And tell Big Brother or Sister that 
you'll be playing duets with them in 
no time, and that your Buescher Sax- 
ophone is going to make you the 
most popular kid in town, 


Don’t worry aboutthe practice. Most 


2137 Buescher Block 


Buescher Trumpets, Trombones, and other band 
instruments are superior in easy playing, perfect 
tonal qualities, and are used by the leading artists 
throughout the world. Any instrument sent on six 
days’ trial. Easy terms of payment. Mail coupon 
for special catalog.of your favorite instrument. 
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Tell Dad YOU want 
a “Buescher Saxophones 
for (hristmas 


boys master scales first hour and play 
easy tunes the first week. It’s fun from 
the start because you /earn so quickly. 


Nothing But Buescher 


But (tell Dad] only with a Buescher 
True Tone is this rapid progress as- 
sured. You don’t have to fuss for cer- 
tain notes. You just press the key and 
blow normally.The Buescher key sys- 
tem is so simplified and every note is 
so perfect it’s almost as easy as thump- 
ing out “Home, Sweet Home” with 
one finger, at the piano. 


Do This Right Now 


First of all you must send the coupon 
below for the Beautiful Saxophone 
Book. It shows all the models and 
describes everything in detail. It ex- 
plains to Dad how he can get a Sax- 
ophone for you on easy monthly pay- 
ments—about the free lessons—about 
the six days’ free trial. Show this book 
to Dad and Mother and then get in 
your arguments. I?’s a cinch. Mail 
coupon today for Free Book, 


BuESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT Co. 
Everything in Band and Orchestra Instruments 


Elkhart, Indiana 


r 


BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO., 
2137 Buescher Block, Elkhart, Ind. 
Gentlemen: Without obligating me in any way pleasesend 
| meyour freeliterature. Mention instrumentinterestedin. 
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BOYS! 
‘Your Club 


needs a 


aTTOmM 


GAME BOARD 


HES of the sport you can have playing 57 
different games on this fine Carrom Board. 
‘When the gang gets together you can choose 
up sides. Friendly competition—that’s what 
your club needs, 

Every member of your club will be proud of this 


Carrom set. 


Made of selected hardwood and 


beautifully finished in bright colors. 


Startin today—work fast—saveyour pennies. Tell 
the folks about it—they’ll be glad to chip in too. 


Gmplete with 


57 GAMES—72 PIECES OF EQUIPMENT 


Equipment includes; 30 hardwood rings, 15 numbered 
PIECES OF discs, 10 ten pins, 1 backstop, 1 score tab, 3 spinning tops 
EQUIPMENT yellow fies, 3 green fies, 2 cues, I dice cup, 2 dice, an 

1 


tule book. 


only 


THE a?r?r 


At All Dealers 


GAME BOARDS 


LUDINGTON -- MICHIGAN 


ZIP-ZIP 
SHOOTER 
/ Campers and Tourists: 


Here is the very thing for you, Campers 
it thi test weapon to be 
rohibited. Zip-Zip 

owerful and effec 
t pumber of tour: 


of boys are made 


8, Zip-Zip Shooter 35 
or three for $1.00. 


4 or three for 
AUTOMATIC RUBBER CO., Dept BRB. 


Get this machine for your shop 


Make things faster and better with 
this Parks Manual Trainer combina- 
tion l-inch band aw and I1-in, wood 
lathe. Learn to make and sell radio 
cabinets, tabourets, phone 
stands, gate-.eg and end-tab- 
Jes, magazine racks. It's easy, 
quick work, and lots of fun if 
you have this 

machine. 


Talk to your father about it and write for the 
Parke Manual Trainer circular. 


The Parks Woodworking Machine Company 
1561 Fergus Street Cincinnati, Ohio 


THIS 68 PAGE 


RADIO 
, CATALOG 


**Build your own with ‘RASCO’ Parts’? 
RADIO SPECIALTY CO., 98-A, PARK PLACE, NEW YORK, N.Y. 


regarding the Avi 
about the many gi 


AMERICAN SCHOOL OF AVIATION 
Dept. 1138 3601 Michigan Ave. CHICAGO 


ém_s Earn Xmas Dollars 


Send for 50 sets Christmas Seals. Sell 10c a set. 
Send u; $8, keep $2. FREE gifts for promptness. 
N. Y. Premium House, 296-B, Bway, New York 


A PROFITABLE VOCATION 


Learn _to letter Price Tickets and Show 
improved Lettering Pens. L 
THE COMP! SATION RECEIVED BY 


SMALLER 


HANTS OUTSIDE OF SCHOOL HOURS. 


Cards, It is easy to do RAPID, CLEAN CUT LETTERING with our 
MANY STUDENTS ARE ENABLED TO CONTINUE THEIR STUDIES THROUGH 
LETTERING PRICE 


TICKETS AND SHOW CARDS, FOR THE 
Practical lettering outfit consisting of 3 Marking 


and 3 Shading Pens, Lettering Ink, sample Lettering in colors, instructions, figures and alphabets 


prepaid $1.00, 


Trade Mark 


PRACTICAL COMPENDIUM OF COMMERCIAL PEN LETTERING AND DESIGNS, 
(FIFTH EDITION) 100 Pages 8x11, containing 148 plates of Commercial Pen alphabets, finished Show 
Cards in colors, etc., prepaid, One Dollar. Catalogue free, 


THE NEWTON AUTOMATIC LETTERING PEN CO. 
Dept. F, PONTIAC, MICH., U. S. A. 


ROBIN HOOD 


Would have been delighted with 


STEMMLER’S ARCHERY OUTFITS 


The finest sport in the world for every member of the family. 
Juvenile—Junior—Professional. 
BOWS — ARROWS — TARGETS — ACCESSORIES — 
Write for FREE Catalog “A” 


L, E, STEMMLER 00., Queens Village, N, Y,—Oldest Mfr. in U. 8.--Est, 1912 


Arrows for Big Game Hunters. 
RAW MATERIALS 
Dealers’ Inquiries Invited also. 


THE AMERICAN Boy 


The Sheriton Wallop 


(Continued from page 8) 


when I noticed that he took the coach’s 
reproof airily, as though it weren’t really 
meant. 

“He’s trying to kid me, fellows,” Gib’s 
jaunty smile seemed to say. “But we all 
know he’s only joking, don’t we? Tm 
good. No use trying to hide that. I’m 
out for right half, and my letter is as 
good as made.” 

Maddening, that superior attitude of 
his. But so far as the facts of the case 
were concerned, it was true. He’d make 
his place without half trying, while a 
hard worker like Vic—the thought made 
me boil. 


IHE last day of spring practice Pells 

assembled us in the field house. 

“Things have gone as well as we could 
expect,” he said, his level, cool eyes bor- 
ing into our faces. “I’ve never gone in 
much for kidding myself, or you fellows, 
either, and I may as well admit right 
here and now that I don’t see in front of 
me the makings of a great team. I see 
the makings of a mighty good, mighty 
steady, mighty scrappy team, however. 

“You all know what Ashford is going to 
have—just about everything we've got, 
plus brilliance. We talk a lot about the 
Sheriton Wallop. Remember, there isn’t 
much difference between ‘wallop’ and ‘wal- 
loped.’ If we're to stand the tiniest bit 
of a show next fall, we’ve got to be pre- 
pared to use every weapon that a foot- 
ball offense knows. 

“Last year at least twenty big-college 
games were won or lost on kicking. We’ve 
got two good kickers. One of them is 
Weston.” (Weston’s chest swelled a trifle.) 
“Weston does fairly well, but he’s self- 
indulgent—he lets himself have off days.” 
(Weston’s chest didn’t recede a bit.) “Jack 
Todd is the other. He doesn’t get the 
distance that Weston does—both Ashford 
and Berkeley are likely to out-kick him. 
But he’s steady. I’m going to ask Wes- 
ton and Todd to do this big thing for the 
team—for Sheriton. I’m going to ask 
them to promise me that they'll go off 
together this summer, find a good hard 
job that will keep them in condition. 
And”—the coach’s voice was so low and 
earnest that we held our breaths—“I want 
them to practice kicking for an hour a 

ay. 

“To see that they do it, I’m going to 
appoint a man from this squad as the 
team’s representative. He’ll go with them, 
and a good chunk of the credit for their 
showing next year will be due to his ef- 
forts.” 

“Oh, I say, Coach!” 

It was Weston. 

“T’ve got my summer planned, Coach. 
The family’s taking me to the Maine 
coast. Boating, swimming—I’ll keep in 
shape that way.” 

Coach Pell’s jaws clamped shut. 

“Yes, and dancing, and ukulele playing, 
and late hours, Isn’t that half of it?” 

Weston had the decency to blush and 
shut up. And the wrathful murmurs all 
about him let him know, unmistakably, 
how the gang felt about it. 

“Sharpe, stand up.” At Pells’ command 
Vic got quickly to his feet. 

“Sharpe”—Pells’ voice was warm and 
friendly—*“ you aren’t a football player. A 
man of your build and strength never 
makes a good team unless he’s exception- 
ally fast and exceptionally shifty. You are 
neither.” 

Vie’s face went white, amid a silence 
that, was thicker than fog. 

“Sharpe, I’m going to give you a chance 
to be a big man on next year’s team—as 
big as if you played on it. I’ve located 
three jobs in a western lumber camp. 
They are hard jobs—well paid, but you'll 
earn every cent of your money. Evenings 
you can practice kicking. Put up regula- 
tion goal posts, and all that. I want you, 
Weston, and you, Todd, to go with 
Sharpe.” 

“T’ll go, Coach,” shouted Todd. 

“And I,” from Vie. 

Everybody turned to Gib, and without 
enthusiasm Gib nodded yes, 

Spring practice ended in a storm of 
cheers. 


My folks have a summer place on a 
lake, and I spent three strenuous 
months grubbing out the stumps on it. 
Hard work, and hot work, but I could 
fairly feel the old muscles harden. I'd 
need ’em, too, when we tackled Ashford. 
One day I took from the mailbox at the 
roadside an envelope bearing the name of 
a lumbering firm at Shelton, Washington. 
It was a letter from Vic—a good long one. 

All three of them were holding down 
man-sized jobs, the letter informed me, 
but they weren’t neglecting their kicking. 
Vic had bought—where he had got the 
money I don’t know—just about every 
book on football and kicking that there 
was. He knew how the old-timers kicked 
—all about Coy and Brickley and the 
rest. About later kickers, too—Kipke and 
Ed Garbisch, for instance. He was, I could 
read between the lines, an authority on 
everything from the way the center should 
shoot the ball back to the last swinging 
boot that sent the ball tumbling over the 
crossbar. 

“Todd is working like a fiend,” the let- 
ter closed. “Weston is a better kicker, 
but he doesn’t work very hard, and he 
isn’t improving much.” 

I found my fists clenching. Smiling, 
self-confident Weston! Our bulwark, but 
what an unworthy one! And then these 
ugly thoughts were swallowed in a wave 
of admiration for Vic. 

Red Barrett. met me at Wheeling Junc- 
tion, and we fairly devoured each other’s 
thoughts for the last two hours of the run 
to Sheriton, Red had spent his summer 
in Alaska, working in an uncle’s salmon 
cannery, and the tales he told me about 
shining, slippery fish made me want to 
quit college and head north. Long before 
we were through the train screeched into 
the station, the roar of a thousand stu- 
dents welcoming each other engulfed 
every other sound, and Red and I found 
ourselves smothered in the bone-crushing 
embrace of Rusty Nayle. 

There wasn’t the usual light-hearted 
raillery, that first night out, that you gen- 
erally find in a football locker room. Al- 
ready, before the season had started, that 
Ashford steam-roller loomed stark and 
terrible on the horizon. Golly, what a 
team! Huddleston, Jeffries, DeVort, Ter- 
mine—they had a list of stars as long as 
a kite’s tail. Moreover, they owned two 
entirely different, and equally terrible 
backfields. One was their famous pony 
four—not a man over 160, and each as 
fast as an antelope. These were their 
pride—they could run the ends and for- 
ward pass and break up any kind of an 
overhead game. They shone in broken 
fields, and they were sure death on their 
opponent’s fumbles. 


UT that wasn’t enough—they had a 
complete set of plunging backs—big 
fellows of 190 or so, not at all slow, but 
particular specialists in splitting a line in 
two, or shoving it back a couple of yards, 
hole or no hole. Give this outfit the ball 
with the goal-line twenty or thirty yards 
away and they needed no forward passing 
or other deception. They just put their 
heads down and rammed. Result, one 
touchdown. 

We stackéd up just about as Pells said 
we would. Steady, machine-like, and fairly 
powerful. We had pretty good speed in 
the backfield. “Blix” Blake, our quarter- 
back, was a wiry bundle of nerves who 
kept everybody raring to go. In Harris, 
fullback, we had a man who could back 
up the line, and who could make a yard 
or two when we needed it. Rogers, our 
left half, wasn’t so hot, but Gib Weston 
was a galloping terror. 

I forgot to say that the lumberjack 
three, as the boys called Gib, Todd and 
Vic, had showed up on time, with a 
tanned lean look in their faces, and paws 
as hard as and strong as band iron. Which 
was as it should be, because their kicking, 
apparently, was to be the Sheriton Wal- 
lop. 

Red and Rusty and I took Vie into our 
gang—not alone because we sympathized 
with his fighting spirit, but because he was 
a splendid sort, all through. 


November, 1927 


he 
‘REDFLasu! 


Calls of “‘Knucks down’’—a 
game of ‘‘Fat,’”’ “‘Ring’’ or 
“Follow-Up.” Careful aim 
....all eyes on the shooter. 
And then a red flash—and 
an Akro Cardinal Red goes 
straight to its mark. 


In such moments as this, 
champions are made. Fre- 
quently they are assisted by 
Axro Acartzs. These Agates 
are made to be worthy of a 
champion’s hands. And the 
Cardinal Red is a beauty. 


Axro Acatess may help you 
be a National Champion. 
Buy Axros—and watch the 
Scripps-Howard and other 
leading newspapers. 


TRADE MARK 


Insist that this trade-mark be on the package con- 

taining the marbles you buy. Icis the only genuine 

Akro trade-mark. It protects you against substi- 

tution, Sead 3 cents, stamps or cash, for book 
“All About Marbles."* 


Tut AKkro AGATE Co. 


CLARKSBURG, W.VA. 
DEPT. A-2 


Boys! §c1l Balloons EasyMoney! 


HERE'S casy money, boys, Buy 


4100 balloons for $2: 60,-nell them 
clear, clean 


fees check of Suny tas tos 
‘The Brazil Rubber & Mig. Co. 
Askland,- Ohio 


For Boy Scouts, Camp Fire Girls, 
For the Home or School 
Dialogs, Speakers, actor 
Minstrel Oper oe Choruses and 
BlackfacePlas ecitations, Drills. 
é ‘Catalogue FREE. 


Make —u) 
Fes peNiso Sco. +1 623 So. ats ee Dept. 69 CHICAGO 


INDIAN GOODS 


Seneca Indian 40-in, triple curve, deer killing bow 
2.50. Stee! poi rows 7 be 


catalogue of a th 
INDIANCRAFT A. B. co. 
466 Connecticut St. Buffalo, N.Y. 


Probably Your 
Dad Had One 


The fellows in your Model 26 
Dad’s time knew and “Crack 
used Stevens Rifles Shot” 


as enthusiastically 
as does the crowd 
today. Ask him 
about it. 


a single shot, 
lever action 
rifle that has no 
superior. Take- 
down. Weighs 3}4 
Ibs. Price $6.00 


Send 

for (on right) 
Stevens pine we ath 
Catalog a single shot plain 


lever rifle. Solid 
frame. Walnut stock. 
Weighs 4 Ibs. Price 
$8.00 


J.Stevens Arms Co. 
Dept. 1072 
Chicopee Falls, Mass. 
Owners of 
Page-Lewis Arms Co. 
Owned and operated by 
Savage Arms Corp. 


“They'll do their share, both of them,” 
Vic assured us, eagerly. “I got a young 
chap to be their center, and that left me 
free to see that things went smoothly. We 
all of us boned up on kicking, and believe 
me, they do it according to the best style. 
Give either‘of ’em a fast low pass from 
center, and he’ll have the ball in the air 
a long time before anybody even thinks 
of busting through.” 

“Must have been a pretty slow summer 
for you,” Rusty said. 

“Not so slow. I did a lot of kicking 
myself. Stood behind the goal posts we 
set up for ourselves, and when they'd 
dropkick I’d grab the ball and dropkick 
it back. I had a lot of fun.” 

“T see our friend Gib is still upstage,” 
remarked Red. “How would it be if 
Coach let Todd do the kicking?” 

“Todd’s a lot harder worker, but he 
can’t kick as well,” Vic said quickly. “Gib 
is a genius—Todd’s just a plodder. Gib 
ought to average 45 yards—Todd isn’t 
good for more than 35 or 40. They're 
about equal on placements, but Gib’s 
plenty better on drops—and he can do 
’em from 40 yards, four times out of five. 
Of course, it’s easier to kick in practice 
than in scrimmage, but Gib gets ’em off 
so fast I don’t think a charging line will 
bother him any.” 


ASKINS, a big, hard-fighting blond, 

was after my job at left tackle, but 
I gave the job everything I had, and was 
relieved to find Pells starting me on the 
varsity night after night. 

Our first game was with Kiefer Insti- 
tute, admittedly a set-up. We won, 35 to 
0, which was about right, and nothing 
spectacular. The game proved what we 
already knew, that Gib Weston was going 
to distinguish himself, game in and game 
out. He ran the opening kickoff back to 
the center of the field, he handled punts 
as though he’d spent his life doing nothing 
else, and he’d sneak around the ends so 
fast that with the whole enemy secondary 
closing in to stop him he’d make five to 
six yards before they’d smother him. 

He scored six points on kicks, too—one 
a hurtling dropkick from the thirty-yard 
line and another that brought the crowd 
to its feet-—an angling placekick from the 
side lines. 

The next day he was a half hour late 
to practice, and when the coach razzed 
him he punished us by deliberately lying 
down on the job. Once, in scrimmage, 
the play was slanting through tackle. 
The center's ps s bad, and came roll- 
ing along the ground. Gib could have 
scooped it up and followed his interfer- 
ence to the scrimmage line at least. But 
instead, though there was not a scrub 
team tackler within a dozen feet of him, 
he plumped himself on top of the ball 
and waited for the whistle. 

Pells, furious, didn’t blow it. The scrubs 
trooped through, massed around the pros- 
trate player, but didn’t fall on him. } 
use taking a chance on crippling a star, 
when he wasn’t trying to gain yardage. 

It was a funny situation—the play not 
over, yet nobody making a move. Pells 
ended it by pushing his way into the 
group and snatching the football from 
Gib. 

“Three times around the track and then 
to the show he snapped. “Don’t feel 
too sorry for yourself, either—the rest of 
us are ashamed of you.” 

Ganawalt took Gib’s place in the line- 
up, and we tore into each other again. I 
scrambled out of a pile-up in the line to 
see Weston striding snappily around the 
track. In spite of myself, I thrilled as I 
watched those graceful, distance-eating 
legs of his. What a player he ought to 
be! All-American easily. 

Millikan’s light but snappy eleven came 
all the way from Alabama to hold us to 
an 8 to 0 count. We didn’t look so good, 
with our scratchy touchdown and our 
safety. And when the Ashford score came 
over the wire—76 to 0 against Kiefer, the 
gloom was solid, and everywhere. We 
heard covert murmurings on the campus 
—sports writers said, pityingly, that we 
lacked a running attack. That is, when 
they could spare us the space. Ashford got 
all the headlines. Once I rounded a corner 
in Denny Hall to hear somebody speak 
laughingly of “scoreless wonders,” and 
then there was an awkward silence as I 


i aie Sawyer 
should ace had this— 


XPLORING caves in seatch of hidden treasures was 

a great pastime for Tom Sawyer. But with nothing 
more than a flickering torch to light his way, you may 
imagine the dangers he constantly faced! 


Think how much better it would have been for Tom if 
he’d had one of the latest Burgess Flashlights to take 
along with him. He could have sent a 500-foot shaft of 
light ahead of him, penetrating the darkest of caverns, 
illuminating everything. With this faithful aid, he might 
really have found the treasures he so often sought. 


If you want an article that will give you plenty of gen- 
uine fun and protect you in many a dark place, buy a 
Burgess Flashlight. It is made just especially for the red- 
blooded, adventure-loving boy of 
today. 


BURGESS BATTERY COMPANY 
General Sales Office: CHICAGO 


Canadian Factories and Offices: 
NIAGARA FALLS and WINNIPEG 


BURGESS 


FLASHLIGHTS & 


BATTERIE 


Radio is Better with 
Dry Battery Power 


Chrome 


« The reason for 
Boys: Burgess lone ite 
and pep is that they are made 
with Chrome. This sub- 


stance preserves their energy 
just as it preserves leather, 
metals, paints and other ma- 
terials. You will always find 
Chrome products are long 
lasting. 


IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, BE SURE TO GIVE YOUR FULL NAME AND COMPLETE ADDRESS, CORRECTLY 


The Finest 
Basket Ball 
Ever Made 


The Wilson Meanwell Basket 
Ball has so many fine original 
features that itis used for offi- 
cial play in nearly every na- 
tional or sectional Basketball 
Championship contest. 


The hidden 
lace feature 
does away 
with awk- 
ward lacing 
bulges and 
its patented 
cross-laid 
double lin- 
ing keeps it 
absolutely 
round under 
the hardest 
play. Itisthe 
original au- 
totype basket ball making 
possible the standardization 
of air pressure. Walter E. 
Meanwell, famous coach of 
the game, has co-operated 
with Wilson in designing this 
famous ball. 


Ask your Dealer to show 
it to you 


ATHLETIC EQUIPMENT 


WILSON-WESTERN SPORTING 


GOODS Co. 
Chicago - NewYork - San Francisco 


BERS St 


(Continued from page 59) 
hurried by, pretending not to have heard. 

The worst of it was that these two 
games didn’t give us the ammunition we 
needed to blow some sense into Gilbert 
Weston’s handsome head. If he’d played 
flukily we might have jumped on him. 
But while we all felt that he wasn’t liv- 
ing up to his possibilities, still it was he 
who had grabbed a Millikan fumble and 
raced 40 yards for a touchdown. Under the 
circumstances, it was hard to say any- 
thing. 

Todd, on the other side of the line, was 
playing like grim death. He persuaded 
Vic to meet him at off times during the 
day, and the sight of the two of them, 
dropkicking back and forth to each other, 
was a familiar one. Yet Todd—bless his 
soul—wasn’t Gib’s equal, and it was only 
to cross up the enemy that occasionally, 
in the heat of the game, our quarter 
called him back to kick. And right after 
each such play we’d 
notice a let-down in 
Weston’s effort. He 
was the star, and he 
didn’t propose to 
brook any rivals. 

We won our next 
two games hands 
down, and scored a 
pair of touchdowns 
in each. If Ashford 
was best in the con- 
ference, as they said, 
at least we appar- 
ently were an easy 
next best. We had 
just two more 
games. Saturday we 


BIG CHRISTMAS 
FEATURES 


we can give that Ashford gang the fight 
of their lives. They may run us ragged, 
but we'll run them ragged, too!” 

It was just the kind of talk we needed 
to hear. It filled every man of us with 
a crusader’s spirit—we shoved that super- 
varsity around like so many stuffed dum- 
mies. We didn’t call on Gib very often— 
what we were after was touchdowns, but 
Pells saw to it that Gib got plenty of 
kicking, on the side. 

The word from Ashford? Well, I won’t 
dwell on that. They had a team of teams, 
they’d gone through the season with an 
average of 26 points per game, and they 
were out to win. No over-confidence there 
—they were too smart for that. 

Two days before we were scheduled to 
leave for. Ashford, I heard the startling 
news that sent me bursting into Pells’ of- 
fice in the gym. 

“Tt can’t be true,” I gasped. 

Coach Pells’ face was grey and weary, 
but hard. “It’s true,” 
he said. 

I groaned as I 
stumbled out. Gil- 
bert Weston, our 
one and only hope, 
ineligible! Gilbert 
Weston, so almight- 
ily sure of himself 
that he cut a math 
class twice too 
often. 

I met Gib, that 
night, at the Lion’s 
Den, and pitied him. 
His cluster of satel- 
lites was missing. 
He sat alone at a 
table, head down 


played Berkeley, at 
Berkeley. Then we 
were to rest a week, 
before tackling Ash- 
ford for the cham- 
pionship. 

Berkeley brought 
their usual fast, in- 
telligent team. They 
had been trimmed 
by Ashford, 28 to 0, 
but otherwise their 
record was clear. We 
knew we'd beat 
them, but still we 
expected a run for 
our money... . It 
was the old, old 
story. The team 
that thinks it’s a 
winner isn’t men- 


Hooray for Christmas! The 
December AMERICAN 


BOY will bring you: A 
top-notch adventure story, 
“Carney Comes Home for 
Christmas.” Full directions 
for a riproarious holiday 
party. 3 happy-singing 
southern Christmas poem. 
A live-wire sketch of Mer- 
ry Christmas at Arctic Ak- 
lavik. A Christmas contest. 
All these next month! All 
together now— 


HOORAY! 


over his plate, and 
not a soul spoke to 
him. You can’t put 
yourself above your 
school, and in the 
long run keep any- 
body’s respect. 


HE merciful 

thing about the 
whole situation was 
that in the hurry. of 
classes, and of see- 
ing people and 
catching the train, 
we didn’t have time 
to do any brooding. 
Almost before we 
knew it we were 
dressing in tense 


tally fit, and when 
it isn’t mentally fit, 
it can be beaten. Berkeley could not 
stop our offense, but we couldn’t stop 
theirs, and against our touchdown and two 
dropkicks they matched two touchdowns. 
We had failed to kick goal—a piece of 
carelessness, I still think, on Gib’s part. 
Anyhow, Berkeley beat us 14 to 12. 

Pells assembled us, the Monday after 
the game. 

“For Pete’s sake, snap out of it,” he 
said, not unkindly. “You act licked al- 
ready. If you can’t trim Berkeley, you're 
saying to yourselves, you won’t stand one 
chance in sixty thousand of beating Ash- 
ford. Maybe you won't. But at least I 
want you to know how I figure our 
chances.” 

We perked up. Pells didn’t usually let 
us in on his thoughts. 

“Other teams have tried to beat Ash- 
ford by concentrating on defense. They've 
spent all their energy devising a wall that 
would stop those Ashford plungers, and a 
secondary that would pull down their for- 
ward passes. They couldn’t do it—no 
team can keep Ashford from scoring. And 
because they had devoted all their time to 
defense, they didn’t get very far on the 
scoreboard, 

“We aren’t going to make that mis- 
take. We know Ashford can score on us 
—more than once. Our strategy is going 
to be to try to outscore Ashford. Let them 
pile up 30 points. We'll try to pile up 
35. 


“Do you know why Vie and Gib and 
Todd went to that lumber camp? Simply 
to put teeth in our offense. Any time you 
fellows get to the 40-yard line, they'll 
make trouble. Now, we’ve got a better 
team than the scoreboard has shown. I’m 
convinced of that. We’ve two weeks 
ahead of us, and if we set ourselves to it 


silence in our quar- 
ters under the Ash- 
ford stadium—Mike, our trainer, was 
slapping everybody on the back—Pells, 
his eyes catching each of ours with a look 
almost of entreaty, darting from man to 
man. Then a hammering at the door, a 
heart-arresting silence, and Pells’ quiet: 
“You can’t keep ’em from scoring, and 
don’t get scared if you don’t. Outscore 
’em!” 

There was a thunderous roar from the 
Sheriton end as we rushed out, and polite 
hand clapping from Ashford. The Ash- 
ford outfit were already on the field, very 
trim in their spick new suits and green 
jerseys. They were showing worlds of 
pep as they passed the ball from man to 
man. 

We lined up in scrimmage formation 
and ran a single play from one end of the 
field to the other, then scattered out and 
began throwing the ball around. Jack 
Todd, looking very determined, took a po- 
sition on the forty-yard line and began 
dropkicking at the goal posts. He did not 
do so well at that distance, but when we 
moved up to the thirty and place-kicked 
he never missed. Oh well, it could be 
worse! 

We lost the toss and found ourselves 
kicking to Ashford, in the face of a stiff 
breeze. I was in the center of the charg- 
ing line, my heart fairly bursting my ribs, 
and it was a relief to hear the whistle 
shrilling and to go tearing down in the 
wake of the ball. 

I saw it settle into the arms of an 
Ashford player; saw him leap into stride 
like a startled animal, saw three Ashford 
men wait for him, and form a screen that 
moved with amazing quickness toward me. 
Then I was into the thick of it, and I 
threw myself at a burly Ashfordite and 
crashed him to earth, 
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The SILVER ACE 


Model Airplane 


—flies 
800 feet! 


ike SCALE MODEL MONOPLANE, 
beautifully built, with our exclusive 
motor, will give you a thrill when you see 
its remarkable flight. 

2% foot wing spread. Unbreakable 
ptopeller and chassis, Demountable mo- 
tor and wings. Shock absorbers. 

Price, all ready to fly .......... $10 

Price, partly assembled— with wheels, 
propels motor, chassis, and sides of 

ody all madeand frame of wings, tail and 
tudder all formed............... $8 

Full instructions for easy completion 
of assembly and flight inclosed. Also a 
strong and handy winding machine /iee. 

If your local store does not carry The 
Silver Ace, send us your name and ad- 
dress with check, or money order, adding 
50 cents for packing and shipping. 


AERO MODEL PRODUCTS COMPANY 
Dept. A, 521 S. Clark St., Chicago 


A tale of pirates and treasure 


> — SS 

~ BY FRANK POTTS 
PUCK CHASERS, 
INCORPORATED. 

By CHARLES G MULLER 


RED PLUME RETURNS 
By EDWARD H. WILLIAMS 
Each Iilnstrated $1.75. Wherever books are sold 
Write for Free Illustrated Catalog 
HARPER & BROTHERS, 49 E. 33rd St., New York 


FREE Book svocane ror CHICKS 


Gives Money Making Secrets of Poultry Rais- <> 
ing, Tells how to hatch, care for and feed chicks 
until fully grown. Gi fan of, Poultry, and 
Brooder Houses. scri jiller’s “IDEAL”* IN- 
Eire, eae fag 
Baby Chicks BARGAIN PRICES. WRITE TOD: 

4. W. MILLER CO,, Box 15,Rockford, ill, << 


SQUAB BOOK FRE 


Breed squabs and make money. Sold by millions. 
Write at once for free 40-page book beautifully 
printed in colors telling how to do ‘ou 
will be surprised. PLYMOUTH ROCK SQUI 
201 H St., M Highlands, 


Chemical Tricks 


Surprise and puzzle your friends with 
magic chemical tricka, make ink, dye 
cloth, test water and soil, write secret 
letters with invisible ink, pour blue, 
brown and black liquid from a pitcher 
of w and mauy more 
chemi easy with Chem- 

craft Junior. It’s the best box of 

fon you ever had! Get yours now. 


onty 25¢ PosTace 
FREE Magazine 


of the ChemCraft Club to 
every boy who writes for it 
now. Full of new ideas 
chemical stunts Ask f¢ 
yours! 
‘The Porter Chem! 
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November, 1927 
30 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL 


GEX 


WeShip On Approval 


Selectthe bicycle you 
prefer from the 44 
styles, colors, and sizes. 
We will ship it subject to 
your approval and trial. 
Direct From Factory. 


00 00 No extravagant selling 
Save 0% (0825) * expenses enter into the 
cost and selling prices of these bicycles. Factory-to- 


Rider saves you big money and assures you of service 
when necessary. Prices From $21.50 Up. 


We allow 30 days to try and test the 
bicycle. If it does not suit—then return at 
our expense and your trial will not cost you 
a penny. Do business direct with the 
makers of Ranger—Pathfinder — 
Crusader bicycles. 


I+ $450 Guaranteed.Lam| heel: 
Tires es equipment. Mowiorices: 


M d Write for catalog and tree premium offer. 
ea Cycle Co., Dep! X-21, Chicago 


a 

Tue new Glo-Co, wonderfully re- 
fined and improved, is. different 
from all other hair dressings. It is a 
clean liquid which keeps the hair in 
place but does not mat it down or 
give an artificial gloss. It wars on 
dandruff too. Ask for Glo-Co Hair 
Dressing and Glo-Co Shampoo at 
any drug store, department store or 
barber shop. If you can’t buy Glo-Co 
preparations at your dealer’s, mail 
the coupon below, 


GLO-CO 


LIQUID HAIR DRESSING 


GLO-CO COMPANY, Dept. H-11 
6511 McKinley Ave., Los Angeles, Calif. 
Enclosed find 10 cents for trial bottles of Glo-Co 
Liquid Hair Dressing and Glo-Co Shampoo. 

Name. 


Address. 


We sprang into position. Ashford 
grouped in a huddle, then flashed back 
over the ball, passed it. Rogers yelled 
“Pass!” and then the ball shot over the 
scrimmage line. I picked myself up to 
find it in midfield. A daring thrust— 
passing from your own fifteen-yard line. 
Would Ashford have tried it, I wondered, 
if they hadn’t figured us a weak team? 

I won’t fell you more about that drive, 
except that Ashford’s pony backs, dart- 
ing about like so many hornets, bewil- 
dered us with their speed and deceptive 
plays—alternated runs and slants with 
knifing thrusts through the line. We 
made a three-down stand on our thirty- 
yard line, but a fake kick on the fourth 
that turned into a plunge found nobody 
backing up the right of our line, and they 
had a first down on our 24. A minute 
later that Ashford band was celebrating 
its first touchdown. Ashford kicked goal. 

Ganawalt, the sober, hard-working 
senior who was subbing for Weston, 
showed unexpected canniness in figuring 
out plays, and Ashford had to kick be- 
fore they got to midfield. Then Blake, our 
quarterback, shot a pass dead over the 
center of the line, and from scmewhere in 
the confusion beyond Harris disentangled 
himself and grabbed the ball. He was 
downed on Ashford’s 48-yard line. We 
gathered ourselves and stepped off four 
yards in two downs. On the third one 
Ashford was offside, and the ball was ours 
on their 39-yard line. i 

Blake called Todd back from right 
guard, and put Harris, our fullback, in 
the line to fill Todd’s place while he 
kicked. 


HE ball went back. I didn’t see the 

play—I was too busy with a couple of 
hundred pounds of charging Ashford, but 
I know what happened. Blake made be- 
lieve to place the ball on the ground, then 
handed it swiftly to Todd. Todd threw 
back his arm as though to pass it, but our 
right end, shooting around behind him, 
grabbed the ball from his outstretched 
hand. In other words, the famous old 
Statue of Liberty play. It worked, for 
seven yards. We couldn’t make anything 
on the next two plays, however, and for 
third down Blake ran the ball to the 
exact center of the field. Then Todd 
stepped back and placekicked us three 
points. 

That helped. On the bench I could see 
Pells grinning. And beside him, throwing 
its arms wildly about, was a spare figure 
that must have been Vie. 

Score: Ashford 7, Sheriton 3. 

The rest of the half was all Ashford’s 
except for one brilliant play on our part 
that ought to have brought us another 
score. It was our ball on our forty-yard 
line. First down, and Blake called Todd 
back. Ashford figured it a fake, but Todd 
took the ball and kicked it hard and to 
the left. It shot over the heads of the 
Ashford secondary and bounded toward 
the Ashford goal. 

Hilton, our left end, was after it like 
a shot. DeVort, Ashford’s brilliant right 
half, dove at him to block him out, but 
he got by without even losing his stride. 
He caught up with the ball as it was about 
to bounce the last three feet to the Ash- 
ford goal-line, and downed it just on the 
playing side of the last white line. Instead 
of having it brought out to their own 
twenty-yard line, Ashford had to take it 
just about an inch from the goal. 

Then Ashford kicked, and Blake, his 
arm raised high, took a fair catch on the 
33-yard line. Todd came back, Blake 
held the ball for his placekick, but the 
kick went wide. 

“Get ’em next time,” I snapped into 
Todd’s ear. He turned on me with a face 
that was strained and white. 

“My left ankle is about twisted off,” he 
gritted. “T’'ll stick it out, though.” 

This time Ashford did get the ball on 
their 20-yard line. She made two first 
downs, too, and narrowly missed complet- 
ing a long pass that would have brought 
her forty yards, before kicking. The half 
ended with the ball in our possession on 
the 18-yard line. 

Pells was jubilant. 

“You're holding them, and you're dan- 
gerous all the time,” he told us. “Keep 
your eyes on the ball. One fumble on 
their part, and this game is likely to look 
a whole lot different.” 
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o thats 


why you want 
a Bicycle tor 


Christmas? 


AD discovers the reason you’ve set your 
heart on a Bicycle—“It has the New 
Multiple Disc Clutch New Departure Brake.” 
He knows what this kind of a clutch means 
to the automobile and easily understands how 
much it adds to the safe control of bicycle 
riding—it’s simply perfect. 

Your desire to own and ride a bicycle means 
that such a gift will be a lasting joy—loads of 
fun and health-building exercise. 

Talk it over with him now, before Christmas 
—and write for booklet with full description 

\ of the New Brake. 


NEW DEPARTURE MEG. CO. 


Bristol, Conn. 


ined 


‘Improved 


X : 
COASTER pratt 


You can get the new Model C on any make 
of Bicycle, or your dealer can quickly lace it 
in your old wheel. Ask him about it today. 
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These areAccu- 
rate Models of 
Famous Air- 
planes; How 
manydoyou 
know? 


of Famous 
Airplanes! 


UILDING Model Airplanes is one of the most 

interesting and useful things you ever tackled; 
shows you in the best and easiest way all the 
parts of real Airplanes, what each part does, how 
they are constructed, what makes them fly, how 
they “take off” and'land, and many other things 
real aviators must know. Ideal Models are won- 
derfully accurate copies of Famous Airplanes, de- 
signed in exact proportions and have constructural 
features, parts and fittings like the big ones. They 
are all guaranteed to fly when correctly .con- 
structed, These Models are easy to build because 


Ideal Model Airplane 
Complete Construction Outfits 
Contain Everything Needed 


including Plans (drawn-to-scale) Diagrams, full 
Building and Flying Instructions and all parts, 
fittings and materials, There are several fine 
Models to select from; choose yours now and start 
building at once: 
LINDBERGH'S “‘Spirit of St. Louis’? (shown 

v Complete Construction 


‘Air Mail Biplane. 3 ft. si 
Complete Construction Outfit . 
JN4D-2 Curtiss ‘Jennie’ Tra: rs 
3 ft, size. Complete Construction Outfit... 
NC-4 Naval Cross-Atlantic Seaplane 4% ft. 
size. Complete Construction Outfit 
NIEUPORT French Scout Monoplai 
size. Complete Construction Outfit . 
BLERIOT or TAUBE Monoplanes. 3 ft 
Complete Construction Outfit, each 
Ask your Dealer or Order Direct if Unobtainable. 
‘West of Denver, Colo, or in Canada, add 60c to 
each price abor 


Plans for Model Airplanes 


Ideal Plans (drawn-to-scale) and 25° 


Building-Flying Instructions —_ show 
what is needed and how to proceed. 
For those who destre to build with 
materials at hand, or ordered as 


needed, we supply Plans and In- EACH 
structions for any one of the above including 
Airplanes. Catalogue 


Headquarters for 
Model Airplane Parts, . 
Supplies and Materials 


t 
complete 4 
mand materials for Model 


150 
1 Airplanes, # 
of real ctied by Mo 


thi 
BIG, 48 PAGE 
Heal Aeroplane & Supply Company 
Established 191i— ee i i 
410 West Broadway le 


CATALOGUE—5 CENTS 


(Continued from page 61) 
Later I saw him, with Mike, binding 
Todd’s injured ankle. One ankle, stand- 
ing between us and defeat! 


E received, the second half, and 

found the Ashford line as hard as 
a rock. That devastating pony backfield 
was still on the job, too, and we couldn’t 
make a nickel’s worth of yardage with 
end runs. Todd kicked on the third down 
—Hnuddleston came back to our 35-yard 
line. It looked like a score, especially 
after two first downs 
placed the ball on 
our 12-yard mark. 
Here, from some- 
where, we got some 
hardness ourselves, 
and on the fourth 
down a forward pass 
grounded behind our 
goal and the ball was 
ours. 

Right here came 
our second thrust. 
Harris, who isn’t fast, 
tried circling left end, 
and was run outside 
with a loss of two 
yards. The referee 
brought it out 15 
yards, we covered it 
without a huddle, and 
our center shot it 
back. Hilton, at end, 
had pulled the old 
stunt that seldom 
works—of lying flat 
on the side line, in 
hopes that nobody 
would notice him. 
This time it did work 
—Hilton took a pass 
with nobody near him 
and streaked it to the 
Ashford 45-yard line. 
We got, somehow, a 
first down, and Todd, 
limping badly now, 
got off a_ brilliant 
placekick and made 
it 7-6. 

Our third chance 
came on a fumbled 
punt, and again Todd 
showed the effect of 
a summer’s work and 
came through with a 
pretty boot. I picked 
myself up from the 
ground to find Sheri- 
ton in the lead! Ash- 
ford started a mad- 
dened, vicious drive 
after that, but after 
making four consecu- 
tive first downs on 
bucking they foolish- 
ly switched to a pa 


AYBE 


it out, 


‘nora 


The Model Plane That 
Went Up and Never 
Came Down 


Merrill Hamburg Will Tell 
You How to Build It in 
the January American Boy 


your 


the experience of Jack 
holder of the national Mulvihill 
trophy for outdoor duration. Jack 
had just completed a nicely bal- 
anced plane and he wanted to try 
He went out to the Ford 
Airport, the immense landing field 
near Detroit, and started to wind 


Score, Sheriton 12, Ashford 7. 
“Put your faith in your offense,” Pells 
had said, and he was right. 


4 eee like to tell you that we stepped in 
then and held ’em, but I can’t. They 
were too strong. Their coach, remember- 
ing how straight line plays had stood us 
on our heads, sent in the plunging backs. 
To tell the painful story in a sentence, 
Ashford made an eighty-yard continuous 
drive across our goal-line. When the con- 
fusion of that fierce touchdown scrimmage 
had cleared, a figure 
lay on the ground. 
He wore a purple and 
gold jersey. It was a 
sickening sight for 
Sheriton. 

As the scorekeeper 
chalked up Ashford’s 
triumphant “14,” Jack 
Todd, protesting fee- 
bly, was helped off 
the field. 

We could win with 
a touchdown, but 
Gilbert Weston was 
in the grandstand. 
We could win with a 
field goal, but Jack 
Todd was sobbing on 
the side lines. 

Then fate, by way 
of mocking us, in the 
closing minutes of the 
game, let Ganawalt 
rise to the heights— 
let him pull a play 
that Weston himself 
would have gloried in 
forever. It was Gana- 
walt who scooped up 
a partially blocked 
punt and rushed with 
it to the Ashford 
thirty-one yard line. 

Ping! Blake lost a 
yard around right 
end. Biff! Harris 
picked up two on the 
other side of the line. 
Then Rogers got his 
chance, but could do 
nothing with it. 
Fourth down—a 
chance for a_ goal 
kick—and nobody to 
kick it. 

From habit, I look- 
ed despairingly at the 
bench, and what I 
saw petrified me. 
Dashing toward us, 
waving his arms to 
attract the referee’s 
attention, was a slim 
figure who wasn’t 
even wearing a uni- 
form, It was Vie! 


twin- 


yur * outdoor 
pusher will surprise you. If 
you don’t believe it, harken to 


oughner, 


ing game, and Rog apdusaubber : A “Sharpe replacing 
Taek p his rubber motors. He noticed ne 

antereentac Blak that it was a clear, sunshiny day Rogers, he shouted 
suilicliwi at the ee with little breeze. Just the right - the Ps zuicteee and 
ha cuiled’ caw et conditions for a good flight. He LOB CTE, A Seo 
ee ol S Tt aa lifted the plane and pointed it White, siumpled to- 
old Feats wee skyward, while Mr. Hamburg ward e bench. f 
Ae e aa stood by with a stop watch. Blake, our quarter, 
ormation that had Away sailed the ship from stared at Sharpe in 


seldom failed to get 
us the last five yards 
to a touchdown. It’s 
a deceptive thing. 
Ganawalt took the 
ball and pretended to 
carry it into the line. 
But as he got there 
he flipped it back to 
Harris, and Harris 
started at full speed 
around the end. Near- 
ly to the line of 
scrimmage he tossed 
it to Hilton, who was 
reversing him, and 
Hilton eluded all but 
the frantic Ashford 
safety. He went down 
on the 40-yard line, 
just as the pistol put 
an end to the third 
quarter. 
Todd—bless_him— 
opened the fourth 
with a kick that 
struck the crossbar, 
bounded straight up, 
and dropped over. 


climbed 


rose. 


pusher in sight. 


appeared 


half hour. 


light. 


the moon. 


Jack’s hands. Slowly, steadily it 
while the stop watch 
clicked on. One minute—two min- 
utes—three—and still it climbed. 
Great circles, that seemed to grow 
smaller as the craft rose. Five— 
six—seven minutes, and still it 


Mr. Hamburg and Jack had to 
strain their eyes, now, to keep the 


“Must be in a rising air current,” 
muttered Mr. Hamburg. 

At nine minutes, the plane dis- 
into the 
pletely out of sight. 
waited for it to come down. They 
waited a quarter of an hour—a 
Then, 
plane’s general drift, they started 
searching the countryside. 
rest of the afternoon they searched 
diligently, but no pusher came to 


And it hasn’t been found yet, 
even though a Detroit paper car- 
ried a notice of its loss on the 
front page. Maybe it’s roosting on 


blank amazement. So 
did the rest of us. 
And then Blake’s face 
cleared, and he 
snapped into action. 

“Kick formation,” 
he shouted. “Sharpe 
back.” 

And Vic, his face 
shining, took a per- 
fect pass from center 
and booted it square- 
ly over the crossbar. 
It was a slim lead— 
15 to 14, but it was 
enough. McCurdy, a 
hard tackling back, at 
once replaced Vic, 
and we held Ashford 
scoreless to the pis- 
tol. Any team, even 
a wonder team, can 
be defeated. 

Of course, we got 
together —the whole 
team—and voted to 
withdraw all claim to 
the conference cham- 
pionship. We felt all 


blue, com- 
The two 


knowing the 
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THE AMERICAN Boy 


BOYS! 
Enter this Contest 


500.°CashT'P 


Every boy will want our new, 
thrilling and beautifully illus- 
trated book. It is a most in- 
teresting story and tells you 
all about the new Meccano, It 
fully explains the fun and ease with which you 
can build hundreds of wonderful working models 
in colors, such as steam shovels, wrecking cars, 
cranes, bridges, etc. These models are exact 
duplicates of the real engineering machines from 
which they are copied, 

With this book you will receive an entry blank 
for the great Meccano Prize Contest—first prize 
$500 in cash. You may be the lucky boy. 

Write today. The book and entry blank will be 
sent to you free upon receipt of your name and 
address and the names and addresses of three 
(3) of your friends. Put No. A-2 after your own 
name for reference. 


Meccano Company, Inc., Div. A-2, Elizabeth, N. J. 


MECCANO 


ples, tacks, ‘spikes. bale ties, 
tramways, Illustrated story of Bo 
filustrated books describing uses oF 


AMERICAN STEEL & WIRE COMPANY - Chicago 


PRICE 
only 
$10.50 


Speed Lathes for Wood and Metal Turning, 7 in. 

Swing, {7 in, Centers, Weight 20 Ibs. 

Guaranteed Quality. 
Adrian, 


H. G. Crane Michigan 


foremost seronautical society. Authentic yet inexpensive. | Write 
for free information. Dept. A. B., 522 Fift 


The American Society for Promotion of Aviation 


- Movie Stars Photos 


TOM MIX, BUCK JONES, WM. HART 


and others. Send 0c in stamps 
for § of our Spectrolone finish Cow 
Boy Series post card size. We 
are headquarters for Movie Star 
Photos. Big illustrated catalog and 
sample photo 5c postpaid. 
ARTS & CRAFTS 

Dept. 1, 3668 S. Michigan, CHICAGO 


YOU CAN BUILD 
. This 3 ft. Cone 
Loud Speaker in 
less than an Hour. 
The famous “Ensco” 3 ft. Cone has been 
enthusiastically endorsed by the leading 
engineers of America. Guaranteed equal 
of any manufactured speaker regardless 
of price, Can be used on any set operating 
loud speaker. Write for Booklet N, giving com- 
plete information, remarkably low prices, etc. 
ENGINEERS’ SERVICE CO., 25 Church St., N. ¥. C. 
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Any boy can operate 
a Kelsey Printing 
Outfit, and print 
real profes- 
sional cards, 
stationery, 
handbills, 


people in 
your neigh- 
borhood. 
Print a 
paper giving 
school news—you can sell it at a profit. 

Complete outfits as low as $8.85, larger job 
presses $11, $29 up. Easy rules with every 
outfit, every boy can use them— thousands 
having fun and making money atthe same time. 


Send now for FREE Catalog No. 127, showing 
presses, outfits and giving full details. 


THE KELSEY COMPANY, Meriden, Conn. 
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fn Stanley 
No. 5a 


eee peor ar 
making things. Look over the list of 
plans which we can supply you. 

Of course you need good tools to 
do your best work. Most carpenters 
use Stanley Tools. Practically every 
manual training class uses them, too. 

Your hardware dealer has Stanley 
Plans, or he can get them for you. 
They cost only 10c each. Ask also 
for free Stanley Tool Catalog No. 
Sa50. If he cannot supply you 
write to The Stanley Works, New 
Britain, Conn. 


STANLEY PLANS 
1a Book rack D 18a Model sail boat 


oO 

O 5a Table lamp 0 19a Combination sail 
and rowboat 

O 6a Toy auto 


eee (0 Sa71 Tool chest 
gerwaci rer 1 Sa72 Work bench 
C 11a Book stand 


There are 15 other plans. 
O 15a Cedar chest Ask for list. 


or in 


assortments 


The best tools are the cheapest to 
use. Ask your hardware dealer. 


STANLEY 
TOOLS 


ARCHERY ear a 


Dept. 27, 821 ‘Santa Fe 


PLAYS for Amateurs 


We can supply any play in print. Send for 
free illustrated catalogue. Manuscripts pur- 
chased for cash. 


THE PENN PUBLISHING CO. 
924 Filbert Street, Philadelphia 


Denver, Colo., U.S.A. 


Ny p> = Own Pool Table 


Save 34 cost. Become an expert at home—en- 
tertain your friends. | Finest of indoor games. | ¥ ie 
can furnish tables and parts in many sizes ful 

equipped. Originators of ‘Build Your Owa Pool Tables.”” 


"$2 As Low As| sna for tiustrated catalogue. 
Tl R 
3:502| Bair sege- 


in all that, while we'd tied them in the 


standing, Ashford had the better right to | 


it. But that didn’t make our victory any 
less sweet, nor did it dim the luster of 
Vic Sharpe’s twenty seconds of varsity 
football. 


“pusher pranés, you're ready for the best | 


indoor craft of them all—the duration 
model. We'll tell you a story about this 
model. It’s the story of how Aram Ab- 
garian, a Detroit high school boy who is 
young in years but old in national flying 
competition, won the title of “hard luck 
champion of the United States,” 

Aram built a beauty of an indoor dura- 
tion plane—a nicely balanced, light and 
sturdy ship that promised to take the 
honors at the national indoor meet for the 
Stout trophy, held in Detroit last year. 
The meet was held in an immense audi- 
torium with plenty of room for the 
planes to circle until their rubber motors 
ran down. 

When his turn came, Aram launched his 
ship. It rose in a sweeping circle until it 
almost reached the high ceiling. Gracefully 
it circled while the stop watches ticked on 
to what seemed sure to be a record. Then, 
suddenly, the plane perversely picked out 
the one obstacle in the entire room that 
could stop its career. Ninety feet in the 
air, it glided gently over the rim of the 
huge indirect lighting bowl, and there 
made a perfect three-point landing, Aram 
couldn’t get it down, so on his second 
trial he sent up another plane. This one 
too, ended its flight in the light bowl! 
Tough break Number One. 

At the Michigan state outdoor meet, 
held at the Ford Airport last August, 
Aram was again entered. His first flight— 
with a big outdoor twin pusher—was 
second only to that of Jack Loughner, the 
present national outdoor champion. While 
Aram was waiting for.his second flight, an 
official asked him, just as an accommoda- 
tion, to demonstrate his indoor model be- 
fore several magazine and newspaper men. 
Accordingly, Aram fished his indoor plane 
out of his box, wound it up and launched 
it. It rose several hundred feet and started 
drifting eastward in lazy circles. Timers 
and officials gazed at it. All at once, they 
awoke to the fact that they were witness- 
ing a record-breaking performance. 

“Has anyone timed it?” shouted an of- 
ficial. “That’s the best flight any boy has 
made to-day!” 

Not a man had timed it. While the 
crowd still gazed, the plane, as high up as 
ever and with Aram still following it, 
disappeared over a far hill. It was by far 
the finest performance of the afternoon, 
but it couldn’t be counted, because the 
flight wasn’t official! And Aram had nar- 
rowly missed winning another title. But 
he’s not worrying. He’s busy building 
other ships—and he’ll be heard from in 
future contests. 

Aram’s type of plane—the kind that is 
used in indoor contests and that can give 
severe competition to the big outdoor 
models—you’re going to learn to build 
next month. 

In January, you'll start on the outdoor 
types. Later you'll construct scale models 
—small replicas of famous large planes. 
And all of them—the indoor, outdoor and 
scale models—you can enter in local ex- 
hibitions and contests. In June, if you’ve 
won your local contest, you'll have a 
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LESS THAN ONE PER CENT 


An Advertisement of 
the American Telephone and 
Telegraph Company 


No one person owns as much as 1% of the 
capital stock of the American Telephone and 
Telegraph Company. 

The company is owned by more than 420,000 
people, with stockholders in every section of 
the United States. It, in turn, owns 91% of 
the common stock of the operating companies 
of the Bell System which give telephone ser- 
vice in every state in the Union, making a 
national service nationally owned. 

The menand women owners of the American 
Telephone and Telegraph Company are the 
largest single body of stockholders in the world 
and they represent every vital activity in the 
nation’s life, from laborer and unskilled worker 
Although 


the telephone was one of the greatest inventions 


to wealthy and influential executive. 


of an age of large fortunes, no one ever made 
a great fortune from it—in fact, there are not 
any ‘‘telephone fortunes.”’ The Bell Telephone 
System is owned by the American people. It is 


operated in the interest of the telephone users. 


H 
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Send for the 3-foot wall-map of “The Montague 
Trail” (at left). It’s full of fun and pictures of fish 
and. some of the people who go after them. Print- 
edin colors, Enclose 25¢ for packing and postage. 


The MONTAGUE 
TRAIL 


AME FISHING! Incteasing thousands are going in for 
this exhilarating sport every year. And they’re practis- 
ing now for the exciting, skill-perfecting “fly-casting 
contests.” We have printed a little booklet on Practical Fly- 
Casting which we will be glad to send free to any boy who 


| writes and asks for it. 
{ If you are still a stranger to the exultant thrill that comes from 
an exciting battle in splashing waters—now is your chance 
i to begin learning the game you'll enjoy more than any other 
| in later years. 
And here’s a tip that tens of thousands of older men will 
| gladly confirm: Game fishing, in addition to being one of the 
really great sports of life, is the dearest sport of the really 
I Great of life. As you increase your skill and your knowledge 
of where and how to fish—you'll find that game fishing more 
| than any other sport, throws you into association and friend- 


ship with people well worth knowing. 


Start right! Don’t be satisfied with any rod but a Montague! 
Every Montague rod is hand-worked. Every Montague rod 
is perfect. Every sporting goods store can supply you. 


THE MONTAGUE FLIPLINE SPLIT BAMBOO FLY ROD 
Three piece and extra tip; German Silver rolled welt ferrules. Bal- 
ance bronze steel snake guides; hardened steel tops; solid cork grip 
shaped to hand; German Silver patent reel seat below hand; closely 
wound with garnet and lemon silk; tips packed in aluminum tipped 
case—rod in canvas partition bag. Price $15.00 


MONTAGUE 


ROD AND REEL COMPANY 


MONTAGUE crryDuas SACHUSETTS 


(Continued from page 63) 
chance to fly your plane or exhibit your 
scale models in the national competition 
to be held in Detroit. This is the official 
meet, approved by the National Aeronau- 
tic A’ssociation, for the Stout 
jaar tranhy nee tha Mulsi_ 


THE AMERICAN Boy 


Ford Airplane interests, president; and 
Merrill Hamburg, secretary. Among the 
vice-presidents are Eddie Stinson, world 
war flyer and airplane manufacturer; 
Major Thomas G. Lanphier, commandant 


1our inempersnip entitles 
you to the League’s question and an- 
swer service, to enter the national of- 
ficial contests, and to buy parts and ma- 
terials at cost. 

Your League officers are Commander 
Richard E. Byrd, honorary president; Wil- 
liam B. Stout, general manager of the 


eee 


of Selfridge Field; Thomson Burtis, flyer 
and author; and Griffith Ogden Ellis, edi- 
tor of THe American Boy. 

These men say that model building is 
an essential and important step in learn- 
ing the principles of aeronautics. Fill out 
the coupon and get started now. 


The Yale and Princeton Quarter- 
backs Talk It Over 


(Continued from page 53) 


because there wasn’t time enough to at- 

tempt to gain the distance to the goal 

through the line.” 

(The next pass is grounded behind the 
goal line, the Yale end just missing it 
by a few inches. Princeton takes the 
ball on her 20, tries a few plays and 
then kicks to Bunnell who runs it back 
to the middle of the field. At this point 
a new man goes in for Yale. 

RECK: “Why did Coach Jones put in 
a man here?” 

BUNNELL: “He sent in a place-kicker. 
There was only time for one play. But be- 
fore we could get it off, the half ended.” 

RECK: “Lord! What a football. game!” 
(Between halves, the bands line up be- 

hind the goal posts down at the open 
ends of the great horseshoe. At the 
other end, high up on the stadium’s 
tower, stands a lone bugler. He lifts his 
trumpet to his lips and starts blowing 
taps. At the first note the immense 
throng rises, and stands silent and bare- 
headed. When the last note of the bugle 
dies out, the two bands, whose ranks 
form the letters “W AL TER 
CAM P,’ play in unison “Bright Col- 
lege Years.” This simple, reverent trib- 
ute to the dean of American intercolle- 
giate sports is the only ceremony that 
takes place between halves. When the 
teams again take the field, the sun is 
attempting to break through the gray 
cloak of sky. 

RECK: “What happened between 
halves? Did you get talked to?” 

BUNNELL: “We didn’t get raked over 
the coals, if that’s what you mean. Tad 
Jones doesn’t do anything like that. He 
explains to a few men where they have 
missed their assignments—why certain 
plays have failed. But he never calls any- 
body names. He gets his players to work 
for him by winning their friendship and 
respect.” 

RECK: “What happened i in the Prince- 
ton dressing room?” 

CAULKINS: “Roper decided to change 
our entire attack and put in a set of run- 
ning backs—all sophomores. During the 
first half we had made most of our gains 
through passes, and there was a possi- 
bility that Yale had solved them. So we 
planned to switch to a running attack.” 
(With the referec’s whistle starting the 


second half, a desperate batile starts— 
Yale trying to score a touchdown and 
win the game: Princeton hanging dog- 
gedly to her slender margin and trying 
to increase it to a safe lead. Bunnell 
receives the kick-off and carries it to 
the 25. Three ‘plays give Yale a first 
down on the 87. Goodwine squirms and 
twists his way around end for 27 yards, 
where Dan brings him down, making it 
first down on the Tiger 35. Here, the 
Tiger holds and Yale is forced to punt 
over the goal line. Princeton takes the 
ball on her 20 and tries her new of- 
fensive—the running attack. In three 
plays it fails to gain, and Requardt 
punts to Bunnell on Yale’s 30. The Yale 
captain, with a dazzling burst of speed, 
dodges at least five tacklers and brings 
the ball back to midfield. A line Yy - 
fails to gain but a Princeton offside 
gives Yale the ball on the Tiger 4. 
Here’s where strategy counts. 
BUNNELL: “Our next two plays 
should really be considered together. First 
I sent Brandenburg through the line. He 
made about three yards. This was our 
second line play in two downs—and the 
Princeton ends and backs were playing 
close in. So I called for a delayed pass— 
one in which I fake the ball to Branden- 
burg going through the line, and in 
reality, toss it to Goodwine for an end 


run.” 
RECK: “How did it work?” 
BUNNELL: “Goodwine made 10 
yards.” 


(This successful bit of strategy, however, 
avails the Bulldog nothing because the 
Tiger tightens up. An e: e of punts 
gives Yale the ball again on Princeton’s 
45. Two plays gain five yards for the 
Bulldog, making it third down and five 
to go on the Tiger 40. Once more Yale 
is in a great position to loose her bag of 
tricks. 

BUNNELL: “We tried our scoring play 
again—the one that failed in the first 
quarter.” 

RECK: “You mean the play where the 
back passes to the end, and the end—just 
before he is tackled—lobs the ball side- 
ways, to another back?” 

BUNNELL: “Yes. This time it worked 
—for 28 yards.” 

(First down now on Princeton's 12! But 


November, 1927 


On Parade 
In Camp 
At Home 


Your “Musical Pal” 


VE you’re a Scout or not, 
you'll find a Hohner Harmonica 
a mighty fine pal wherever you are and 
wherever you go. 


Toget full value out of this “musical 
pal” just spend a few minutes with 
the free instruction book which gives 
you the real “secrets” of making a 
harmonica “talk.” 


To be “in the swim” nowadays, you 
must play the harmonica—and play 
every new thing that comes along! 


A million boys last year received 
free instruction books and learned to 
play the world-famous “Marine Band” 
Harmonica. 

Then thousands more bought the 
fascinating new “Chromonica”—a 
harmonica which supplies every sharp 
and flat, so that you can play any se- 
lection in any key. When you master 
this instrument, you are in a class with 
the harmonica professionals. 

Harmonica bands have been formed all 
over the country — harmonica orchestras 
are part of musical programs everywhere— 
harmonica soloists are earning large salaries 
—harmonica contests bring fame and prizes 
to thousands of contestants, 

Get started on the “Marine Band”: Har- 
monica NOW. Or, if you have already be- 
gun, perfect your technique onthe “Chrom- 
onica.” Ask your dealer to show you them, 


The NEW Way 
to Learn 


A special i 
Victor heed (No. 
20377) ““How to Play 
the Harmonica” is 
nowavailable for those 
who wish to learn by 
listening to the living S 
voice of theinstructor, 
and following the notes as they are sounded on his 
harmonica. Illustrated instruction sheet also included. 
Reverse side reproduces “Old Black Joe”’as rendered on 
harmonica with piano accompani- 
ment. At all dealers selling Victor 
Records. . . . complete 75¢ 


FREE Instruction Book 


Hohner, Inc., Dept. 510, 
114 Ease r6ch Street, 
New York. 


the referee calls a penalty on Yale for 

clipping, and brings the ball back to the 

29. Bunnell then takes the ball around 

right end, and dodges his way 25 yards 

to the Princeton 4, leaving a trail of 

Tiger tacklers in his wake! The most 

brilliant, inspired run of the game! 

CAULKINS: “I almost died. I thought 
the game was gone, right there.” 

BUNNELL: “The only reason I took 
the ball on that play was because Good- 
wine was tired. As it happened, the inter- 
ference worked perfectly, and all I had to 
do was run.” 

RECK: “Who tackled you?” 

BUNNELL: “Dan got me from the 
front, and Lawler from the side. I should 
have nose-dived for the goal.” 

(First down on Princeton’s 4—Yale’s most 
glowing chance to win the game—and 
her greatest disaster. 

BUNNELL: “We were close to the 
s, and I took the ball around end 
again, to get back in the middle of the 
field. This time, Lawler got through and 
socked me for a five-yard loss.” 
(Second down and 9 to go for a touch- 

down. 

BUNNELL: “T sent Brandenburg on a 
reverse to the right of the line. He made 
about a yard.” 

(Third and 8. Now the catastrophe! The Yale 
backs line up. On the previous play, they had 
started to the left and Brandenburg had taken 
the ball to the right. This time the backs start 
to the right. The ball comes back from center, 


hits the ground and rolls backward to the 25, 

where Princeton recovers! 

CAULKINS: “What on earth happened 
there, Phil?” 

BUNNELL: “The center misunderstood 
the signal. He thought the play was going 
the other way.” 

(But Yale, refusing to be disheartened by the 
calamity, holds Princeton for two downs, 
forces her to kick, and again has the ball— 
this time on the Yale 44. A line play gains a 
yard and then Bunnell trices a pass. 
-BUNNELL: “It was a flat zone pass 

from Goodwine to me. He threw it a 

shade too far behind me, and Bartell 

(Princeton) intercepted it.” 
CAULKINS: “He had a clear field to 

the goal, but he slipped.” 

BUNNELL: “Funny thing. When we 
tried that same play against the Army, 
Wilson intercepted it and ran 85 yards for 
a touchdown—right down the side line. I 
dived and missed him, and when I got up 
I was sure I saw a footprint where he had 
stepped outside. I called the referee's at- 
tention to it, but he said it was some- 
one else’s footprint.” 

RECK: “Tough luck.” 

BUNNELL: “The referee was right. I 
saw movies of the play later.” 

(Now the tables are turned—Princeton’s ball in 
midfield. Three downs make 9 yards, and it’s 
fourth down and 1 to go on Yale's 35. 
RECK: “When you’ in a tight place 

like that, do the players talk it over while 

they are huddling?” 

CAULKINS: “Not on your life. No one 
is allowed to talk in the huddle except 
the quarterback. It’s entirely up to him. 
In this case, I called for a line play. 
Bridges went through for five yards.” 
(This is the Tiger’s only first down during the 

second half, and with it, the quarter ends. As 

the final period starts, Yale—realising that she 
has just fifteen minutes in which to overcome 
the Tiger lead—stiffens up and throws Prince- 
ton back two yards in three plays. Princeton 

Ricks to the Yale 14, and Yale immediately 

punts to the Princeton 48. 

RECK: “Why did you punt on first 
down? You might have tried a play or 
two and got away from your own goal 
line.” 

BUNNELL: “I may have used bad 
judgment here, but I thought Dan was 
playing close and I might get one over 
his head. Goodwine is a great kicker. 
Only weighs 144 pounds, but he can cer- 
tainly get away the punts.” 

(And now, with the ball in Princeton’s posses- 
sion in the middle of the field, comes another 
break. After three plays Requardt goes back 
to kick, receives the pass from center, juggles 
the ball and is smothered by Yale tacklers be- 
fore he is able to punt. The ball goes to Yale. 
At this point, Noble replaces Goodwine in the 
Yale backfield. 3 
RECK: “Did he bring any 

tions with him?” ; 

BUNNELL: “Jones never sends in any 
instructions during a game. He leaves the 
direction of the play entirely up to the 
quarterback.” 

CAULKINS: “Same with Roper. Every 
evening after practice I talk for a half 
hour with Roper, and I’m supposed to 
know his style of play well enough not to 
need instructions during a game.” 


instrue- 


A touch of your finger—the train starts. Another touch 
—it stops. 
Lyes Push Button Remote Control(a patented Ives feature) 


Another—It reverses. That’s the marvelous 


Run the train 
you like best 


A FULL-FLEDGED member of the biggest 
railway system in the world! That’s 
what you'll be the minute you get your 
Ives Train on Christmas day. Ives made 
the first miniature railway 59 years ago. 
Ives leads today in making the most 
realistic trains—for real boys who want 
real trains. 


You can choose the train that has every 
feature you wish. There’s an almost endless 
variety in the Ives line. And every one is 
exactly like the famous transcontinental flyers 
after which Ives Trains are modeled. 


Big thundering locomotives that last 
through years of real play. Substantial steel 
trains that go speeding around the tracks with 
never an “accident.” Motors that stand up 
and deliver unfailing power. Cars and loco- 
motives that are things of beauty with their 
shining brass name and number plates. Elec- 
tric target and semaphore signals that auto- 
matically flash warning at the highway cross- 
ings. Tunnels, stations, bridges—all kinds and 
varieties of fascinating accessories. 

Department, electric, hardware, sporting 
goods and toy stores sell Ives Trains. Prices 
range from $1 to $50. The Ives Manufactur- 
ing Corporation, Dept. C-6, Holland Avenue, 
Bridgeport, Conn. 
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FREE 


Conductor’s Outfit with 
every Ives Electric Train 


“TICKETS, PLEASE!” With your Ives 
Train and this splendid Conductor’s 
Outfit, you are a genuine railroader. 
The Outfit includes red and blue con- 
ductor’s cap, lapel insignia, punch and 
tickets. You can also get a Certificate 
of Membership and other privileges of 
the Boy Railroaders of America. Think 
of the fun you'll have! 


Remember, this Conductor’s Owtfit is 
given free only with Ives Trains. 


“Ives Toys Make Happy Boys’’ 


Send for the Big 

Ives Train Book 
Tue 1927 Book of Ives Trains 
is beautifully illustrated and 
contains complete descriptions of 
scores of electric and mechanical 
trains. It tells you everything 
you want to know about minia- 
ture railways. Mail coupon for 
free copy. 


[vES [RAGS 


ECHANICAL 


THE IVES MANUFACTURING CORPORATION 
Dept. C-6, Holland Ave., Bridgeport, Conn, 


Please mail me your free book of Ives Trains. 


Here Comes a WHIZZARD! 


The Year ’Round Sled 


A Coasting Thriller in December or July. 
Nothing like it on any hill. 


Zips right over the bare spots, with the same cyclone 
speed as on snow. Great sport.on dry pavements and 
snow covered hills alike. 


Chew plows and shovels have put a big dent in 
coasting since Dad was a boy—but here’s a new 
invention that puts the fun back again. 


Let old man Jiggers, who lives half way down the hill, shovel 
every last snowflake from his sidewalk, if he likes—and 
Wuuzzarp will zip past his gateposts with lightning speed. 


Little wheels in the runners pick up Wuwzzarp where the 
snow leaves off.—And a new kind of steering device guides it 
exactly where you want to go, without bending the runners 
or dragging your feet. 


The boy or girl with a Wuizzarp is the envy of the neighbor- 
hood. Everyone who sees it wants it. It brings more coasting 
fun than you have ever known before and lets you coast the 
whole year ’round. 


Now or at Christmastime. 


MAKE THIS A WHIZZARD YEAR! 


PRICE, $10.00 
($11.00 west of Denver) 


Ask your sporting goods dealer about Wuizzarp. If he does 
not have it, write to us direct. We'll see that you are supplied. 


THE POLLACK ROLLER RUNNER SLED CO. Ine. 
11 Beacon Street Boston, Mass., U.S.A. 
Gentlemen: 


Please ship immediately one Wumzzarp, the all-season sled. I am enclosing check or money 
order for $10.00. (If west of Denver, $11.00).[-Please ship C.O.D.[_ (Indicate preference) 
You agree to refund my money if I am not thoroughly satisfied, provided I return the sled in 
good condition within ten days. 
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RECK: “Why was Noble sent in?” 

BUNNELL: “Noble, as I’ve mentioned, 
is a passer, and we might need him in a 
final effort to score.” e 
(Two plays, however, fail to gain, and Yale 

punts to _the Tiger 10, where -the ball is 

downed. Princeton tries two plays and kicks. 

BUNNELL: “That kick was a break! 
It was a low, short punt—so short that I 
couldn’t get up to catch it, even though I 
was playing only about 25 yards back. 
The ball landed in front of me, bounced 
over my head, and rolled all the way back 
to our 37.” 

(Here, after one slant at the line, Yale again 
works her double pass—this time it gans 8 
yards. 

CAULKINS: “Funny thing about that 
play. Three years ago, Bill Roper and I 
saw the Penn-Cornell game at Philadel- 
phia. Tad Jones, by the way, was just a 
few seats away. Penn used the double pass 
once and made 40 yards for a touchdown, 
and later worked it for 60 yards and an- 
other touchdown. We all remarked, then, 
what a good play it was. The next sum- 
mer, I taught it to a prep school team. 
And now, in my last game of intercolle- 
giate football, you spring it on us for 
good gains. It’s a play you can’t stop.” 

BUNNELL: “The only way to stop it 
is to take out the end.” 

(The end, you see, is the first man to receive 
the pass, and if he’s taken out, the play is 
stopped before it is started, 

CAULKINS: “But you don’t know in 
advance what the play is going to be.” 
(The double pass advances the ball to Yale’s 45, 

and on the next play Noble slants at the end 

for 7 more and first down on Princeton’s 48. 

A penalty takes it to the Tiger 48, and here 

comes a break that almost upsets Princeton. 

Yale heaves a pass that Willauer (Princeton) 

intercepts, but— 

BUNNELL: “I was to receive that 
pass, but I slipped. It didn’t make any 
difference because the ball didn’t come 
anywhere near me—went way over to the 
side lines where Willauer intercepted it. I 
was certain he had caught it out .of 
bounds, in which case it should be ruled 
as an incompleted forward pass. And so 
I protested. The referee had seen me fall, 
and I guess he thought I was claiming 
interference.” 

CAULKINS: “So that’s 
pened! I never knew until now—’ 

BUNNELL: “And the referee gave us 
the ball where I had fallen.” 

RECK: “Whom did he say interfered?” 

BUNNELL: “Prendergast—who wasn’t 
within 5 yards of me when I fell. I didn’t 
know what it was all about myself, until 
too late to remedy the error.” 

(With the ball on Princeton’s 37, Yale has a 
final opportunity to drive for the Tiger goal. 
BUNNELL: “I asked the referee how 

much time was left.” 

CAULKINS: “So did I—after every 
play.” 

BUNNELL: “There were about three 
minutes—plenty of time for a touchdown 
if our plays worked. Noble hit the line for 
three yards, and then we were penalized 
15. That was a sock!” 

RECK: “What was it for?” 

BUNNELL: “Clipping, I guess.” 

CAULKINS: “Maybe the referee 
wanted to even things up after ruling ‘in- 
terference’ on that pass.” 

(Play grows hot as the game draws to a close. 
Princeton intercepts a Yale pass and takes it 
to the Blue 35. Here the Tiger makes 9 yards 
in three plays. 

CAULKINS: “I tried a fourth play 
rather than kick, because there was only 
one minute to go, and I wanted to hang 
onto the ball.” 

(But Yale, desperately fighting for a last chance, 
stops the next play dead and takes the bail on 
downs. A grim Bulldog there — insistently 
growling for one more chance at the goal! 
Princeton, determined to hold her slim lead, 
stops two line plays and knocks down a pass. 
An exchange of punts gives Yale the ball on 
her 34. 

BUNNELL: “There was time for only 
a couple of plays. We tried a pass that 
was incomplete. Then, because I knew 
Princeton was expecting passes, I sent our 
halfback through the line. He made 5 
yards.” 

CAULKINS: “About then the time- 
keeper was getting his gun out.” 

BUNNELL: “Time for just one more 
play, I figured, and—” 

(Here Bunnell calls for a pass, catches it just as 
the gun is fired, squirms away from two 
tacklers and is off for the Princeton goal and 
the winning touchdown. 

BUNNELL: “I made about 15 yards.” 

RECK: “Who tackled you?” 

BUNNELL: “Caulkins.” 

RECK: “Great guns! What a game!” 


what hap- 
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Parcheesi Family 


Players take the parts of sea captains in search of 
Captain Kidd's Treasure. After many hazards and 
adventures the winning captain reaches the 
treasure. A remarkable lighthouse directs the 
players in this romantic and exciting game. 


An exciting game to be 
played for prizes by 2, 3 or 
4 players. Special pack of 
cards is provided and a 
supply of chips or counters 
in various colors. Object 
of ae is to win as many counters as possible. 
75 cents. 


Ask your dealer to show you 
these wonderful games: 
Peter Pan $1.00 Sumrun $2.50 
Parcheesi $1.00 Radio Ramble $1.00 
Home Team Baseball 50c 


If your dealer cannot supply you, send check or 
money order for the games you want and they will 
be shipped to you promptly, postpaid. 


SELCHOW & RIGHTER CO., Dept?.A 
Established 1867 Z 


200 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


Join the 
ASPA 


Become a member of America’s fast- 
est growing Air Society 
Membership fee 81.00 which covers the cost of wings. 
The American Society for Promotion of Aviation, Inc. 
522 Fifth Avenue, Dept.4, |New York City 


PRICES 


$ ricer 

2 and it’s yours 
AN Inte models. completely. reboilt and re 
(ited ee ieeeen PRE cae 
shows actual mackiges in f . Gat car direct. ‘easy pay~ 
Feed ypawhter aoe w: cake Se Dot Gnas 


TEN MAGAZINES fr 


fq The smartest, most interestug, entertaining and 
Ig instructive Magazine in America! 10 weeks for 
only 10c. Specislintroductory offer. No maga- 


f] zinelike it. Pullof important facts, pictures and 
fi] the best, most popular fiction for all members of 
M the family. Send name, address and 10c today. 
‘The Pathfinder, Dept. P-4, Washington, 0. C. 


Be a Drummer! 


Trap Drumming made easy in a short 
time. Our free instruction 

=< course furnished with genuine 
Saae>, Ludwig Trap-Drum Outfit. De- 
6% velop your natural sense of 

rhythm. Go to your nearest 
dealer or write for full details. 


LUDWIG & LUDWIG, 1611 North Lincoln Street, CHICAGO 


Over 15 different chemical experimen 
making and changing colors, mak 
ink, forming iron rust, maki 

fountain gas, 


Test Tube, 
r, Indicators and complete 
‘These chemicals will not 
¢ explosive, require no beat 
are not poisonous. Price 
utfit No. 2 with 34 chem- 
icala, over 150 experiments . $2.00 postpaid. Send 

25c coin or stamps for Outfit No. 1 to 
BENZONOID (HEMICAL CO., Inc. 

22 East 17th St. 


Dept. 114, New York City 


Don’t miss the complete list of 


Premiums, beginning on page 67 
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No. 201—TIP TOP 
WRIST WATCH. Al- 
ways on the job tick- 
ing away the correct 
time! Note the snappy 
octagon shape. A 
watch you'll be proud 
to own. Sent to you 
postpaid for four 
credits. Read Rules 
and Instructions in 
adjoining column. 


No. 202—ACE SPORT CAP. Great 
for all outdoor sports. It fits the head 
snugly, is attractive and well made. 
Can be had in the following color 
combinations: orange and black, ma- 
toon and black, purple and gold or 
cardinal and gray. Sent to you post- 
paid for just one credit. Read Rules 
and ions in adjoining column. 


No. 203—WINNER 
SPORT BALL. Here’s 
the all-around ball. It can 
be kicked, bounced or 
thrown and it floats. Sent 
to you postpaid for just 
one credit. Read Rules and 

* Instructions in adjoining 
column. 


Picture the fun you 
could have with this popular Ludwig drum! You and 
your friends could organize a drum corps and equip 
it with drums at virtually no expense to yourselves. 


No. 204—SCHOOL DRUM. 


Sent to 


The premium offer includes sticks and sli: 
and In- 


you postpaid for eight credits. Read Ri 
structions in adjoining column. 


EIGHT PAGES OF ARTICLES 
TO BRING YOU HOURS 
OF PLEASURE 


Premiums galore! Look at the great array of use- 
ful and fun-producing articles—every one carefully in- 
spected and unconditionally guaranteed. 


And any premium shown here might easily be yours 
for all you need do to get them is to introduce The 
American Boy Magazine to your friends and obtain 
their subscription orders. 


HERE’S HOW 


Following is the schedule of premium credits you receive 
for the American Boy subscriptions you obtain and also the 
amount you are to collect and send to The American Boy: 

Price to Credit Toward 

Subscriber Premiums 
Six Months Stbeceiption. : V, Credit 
One-Year Subscri «1 Credit 
Two-Year Subscrip i -114 Credits 
Three-Year Sabecripeisn) : 3.50.....2 Credits 

NOTE—If you cannot obtain all the subscription credits 
required for the premium you desire, send us the subscrip- 
tions you do obtain and in addition send 25¢ in cash for 
each remaining half credit and 50c in cash for each remain- 
ing full credit. 

For instance, if the requirement for the premium you de- 
sire is one and one-half credits and you obtain only one 
credit by subscriptions, send 25c extra in cash to cover the 
remaining half credit. Should the difference between the 
requirement and the credits you are able to obtain by sub- 
scriptions be a full credit send 50c extra; if it be one and 
one-half credits send 75c extra and so on. 

Your subscriptions will be credited to your account as they 
are received so you may order your premium at the same 
time you send your subscriptions or you may build up your 
premium credit gradually until you are entitled to one of the 
more expensive premiums. Be sure your own name and ad- 
dress accompany all orders. 

A_ record will be kept of any credits remaining after the 
requirements on your premium order have been deducted and 
such credit may be applied on subsequent orders. 


IT’S EASY 


Have your dad and mother suggest ways for getting 
American Boy subscriptions—then start out with the 
determination to keep plugging away until you have 
earned the premium you desire. 


Keep in mind that there is a definite advantage in 
two-year and three-year subscriptions both to you and 
to your subscribers—you receive extra credit and the 
subscriber saves money. 


You'll find it easy to get subscriptions. You don’t 
need any special supplies. Simply show prospects your 
own magazine and tell them about its great stories. 
Why not get started today? You're sure to succeed. 


RULES 


1. Neither your own subscription nor that for any one in your 
own family can be used in getting premiums. Credit will be given 
you only on subscriptions for persons living outside your home. 
2. No premiums sent outside the United States. No premiums 
sent C. O. D. 

3. At least one subscription must accompany every premium 
order. No premiums sold for cash only. 

4. Be sure to send the name and address of each subscriber you 
obtain (just write them on a piece of plain paper), your own 
name and address, the number and name of the premium you 
desire, and the proper remittance to cover the subscriptions and 
any extra cash necessary to complete the premium requirements. 


Send Orders to 
Premium Department 


The AMERICAN BOY 


550 W. Lafayette Blvd. 


Detroit, Michigan 


No. 205—BELT AND 
BUCKLE. The belt is of genu- 
ine full cowhide, black with red 
stripes. The buckle is rer 
plated with attractive ones 
Be sure to give. your wé 
measurement when Pues 
Sent to you postpaid for one 
and one-half credits. Read 
Rules and Instructions in ad- 
joining column, 


No. 206—AMERICAN BOY 
BINDER—Keep a file of your 
American Boy magazines — you'll 
enjoy reading the stories again 
sometime. This is an attractive, 
well-made binder that holds a 
year’s issues of the magazine, Sent 
to you postpaid for two and one- 
half credits. Read Rules and In- 
structions in adjoining column. 


, -_ 


(Qinauni 


No. 207—OCTAGON 
WATCH. This is the 
popular New Haven pock- 
et watch—a true time- 
teller. Fits snugly into 
your pocket. Sent to you 
postpaid for two credits. 
Read Rules and Instruc- 
tions in adjoining column. 


No. 208—BILLFOLD. This attractive leather pocket- 
book performs twelve different services—see illustration. 


It is one of the most compact and yet most complete 
billfolds obtainable. Sent to you postpaid for just one 
credit, Read Rules and Instructions in adjoining column. 


Save This Catalog for ‘future ‘Reference 
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What a glorious time a fellow can have during the 
fall and winter mon! Fe 

Stating Shine. Baskerball Don’t miss out on a 
minute of this fun. Here you will find the equip- 
aoe that will let you enjoy all that the seasons 
offer. 


No. 210—INSTRUCTION 

BOOK. The way to make 

your eleven is to KNOW 

football. This paper-backed 

book prepared by John W. 

Heisman, head coach Uni- 

versity of Pennsylvania, 

contains just the tips and 

advice you need. Sent to 

you postpaid for just one 
; || credit. Read Rules and In- No. 211—FOOTBALL. An in- 
pene structions on first premium expensive football but a good one. 
ae bi) page. Made of cowhide pebbled leather 
IC GOODS with hand-made pure gum bladder. 


* ELT Not quite regulation but fine for 
practice. Sent to you postpaid for 
one and one-half credits, Read 


Rules and Instructions on first 
premium page. 


~~ 


No. 209— FOOTBALL. This well-made, 
Draper-Maynard football is practically regula- 
tion weight and size. It is made of heavy 
cowhide with pebble gain Stands hard usage 
nt to you postpaid for four and one-hal x 
credits. Read Rules and Instructions on first —— f Grange's 
remium page. approval assures its quality. 
- = This helmet sent to you 
postpaid for four and one- 
half credits. Read Rules and 
Instructions on first pre- 
mium page. 


No. 213—SKATES. These are the well- 

known Winslow Skates—runners of steel—sizes No. 214—SLED. As fleet as the wind is this 
7V. to 12, Be sure to give desired size when Fleetwing Racer sled. Length 45 in., width 
ordering. Sent to you postpaid for two credits. 13 in., height 6 in. Sturdy. Sent to you 
Read Rules and Instructions on first premium postpaid for five credits. Read Rules and In- 
page. structions on first premium page. 


No SK lis cenuiwe STRAND untess er pears THis TRADE-MARK unoce tHE BEND 


No. 215—SHOE SKATES. These Alumo skates No. 216—SKIS. For real sport nothing will beat skiing. Try it this winter. 

with shoes attached afford the greatest possible The skis are seven feet long and are made of carefully selected pine. Sent to you 

pleasure on ice. Comfort, service and speed are postpaid for four credits. Read Rules and Instructions on first premium page. 

assured. Sizes 2 to 11. Be sure to give desired 

size when ordering. Sent to you postpaid for eight 

credits. Read Rules and Instructions on first 

premiuntiages No. 219 — MEGA-JAZZ- 
PHONE. Get behind your 
team with this novelty 
noise-maker. It is a mega- 

( a phone, horn and cow bells 

No. 218—DAISY REPEATER. This rifle has “S <E j all in one. Great for your 

an automatic repeater with lever action that SS) rooting section. Sent to 

No. 217—LITTLE DAISY. This is a single- aie. permits 350 shots without reloading. Sent to you postpaid for just one 

shot air rifle. Length 29 inches. You could = you postpaid for two and one-half credits. credit. Read Rules and In- 

have loads of fun with this. Sent to you post- Read Rules and Instructions on first premium structions on first premium 

paid for one and one-half credits. Read Rules page. Page. 

and Instructions on first premium page. 


No. 222—HOCKEY STICK. 
you play hockey so of course 


in for two and one-half 
Rules and Instructions on 
page. 
No. 221I—HAMILTON RIFLE, The new bolt 
action, .22 Calibre Hamilton rifle is a dandy—just ‘ 
like a real Army rifle. Sent to you postpaid for | \ ul 
four and one-half credits. Read Rules and Instruc- uy 
tions on first premium page. 


Tih ne — i i 


No. 220—TRAPPER’S OUTFIT. Here is a 
complete. kit of traps ice cating small anicoales 
Wit e traps is a oklet explaining how 5 
and where to set the traps and how to prepare = No, 225 EVEREADY FOCUSING 
the hides for sale. Sent to you postpaid for arr = FLASHLIGHT. This Eveready 

tivo. dine Gpmamead Riles and dlearenctions, on & beaniet light silateets It comes complete 

: : with battery. you postpaid for 
first premium page. and one-half credits. Read Rules and 7 


structi first premium page. 
No. 224—DIETZ LANTERN. This > 


lantern is only 71/2 in. high, weighs 
just 1 Ib. but burns ten hours without 
refilling. Fine for outside work during 
the long winter evenings. Sent to you 
eS) Fi postpaid for just one credit. Read 

No. 223—INFLATOR. To give your Rules and Instructions on first premium 

football or basketball regulation weight de- i Page. 

mands an inflator. This Spalding inflator \ 

sent to you postpaid for one and one-half 

ctedits. Read Rules and Instructions on 

first premium page. 


No. 227—SPORTS TIMER. This No. 228—RADIO. No bat- 
New Haven watch not only keeps teries or tubes needed for this 
& regular time but it also has the set. Fine for reception up to 
No. 226—BASKETBALL. Not quite “‘stop-watch’? feature permitting the fifteen miles from broadcasting 
regulation weight and size but just timing of games and races. Sent to station. Sent to you postpaid 
right for practicing. Strongly made. you postpaid for two and one-half for just one credit. Read Rules 
Sent to you postpaid for four credits. credits. Read Rules and Instruc- and Instructions on first pre- 
Read Rules and Instructions on first tions on first premium page. mium page. 
premium page. 
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With spring and summet come the 
great outdoor sports—baseball, tennis, 
fishing, roller skating, archery, coasting. 
‘The items on this page will let you_en- 
joy these sports to the utmost. You 
can easily win any of them. Go out 
after them NOW. 


No. 229—BASEBALL. This is a regu- 
lation size baseball made of tough 
horse-hide. Used in leading interscho- 
lastic games. Sent to you postpaid for 
just one credit. Read Rules and In- 
structions on first premium page. 


to you postpaid for two credits. Supplied 
for either right or left hand. State which 
you want. Read Rules and Instructions on 


l-weathes regs 
eighs 11 oz. 
when ordering. Sent to you postpaid for 
neven and one-half credits. Read Rules and Instruc- 
tions on first premium page. 


No. 240— ROLLER SKATES. Fun and 
exercise, that’s what you get from skating. 
These nickel-plated skates are made by Winslow 
which means they are right to the smallest 
detail. Sent to you postpaid for 

three and one-half credits. Read 

Rules and Instructions 

on first premium page. 


“ie 


Sports for 
Spring 


and Summer 


= 


No. 231—BABE RUTH BAT. This bat is slightly smaller than Ruth’s own bat but it is 


similarly balanced and shaped. With 
players. 
first premium page. 


Sent to you postpaid for one and one-half credits. 


No. 230—INDOOR BAT. Natural color wood, hard filled and pol- 
ished. It’s made by Spalding. Sent to you postpaid for one and one- 
half credits. Read Rules and Instructions on first premium page. 


No. 234—FIELDER’S GLOVE. Made 
well on the 
Can be supplied for either the 
sure to 
specify which you want when order- 
ing. Sent postpaid for one and 
half credits. Read Rules and Instruc- 


of good leather—feels 
hand. 
right hand ot the left. Be 


tions on first premium page. 


No. 235— PLAYGROUND BALL. 
There’s no more playing in- 
door ball on an outdoor diamond. This 
is the ball you use. It is an outseam 
style ball, 12 in circumference. Sent 
to you post for one and one-half 
credits. Read Rules and Instructions on 
first premium page. 


No. 238—FISHING OUTFIT. Eight-foot, 
wooden grip, nickel plated brass reel, 30 feet o! 


three-piece steel rod with 
line, bobber, Kirby 


hook and sinker, flies—everything you need to bring ’em in. Complete 
outfit sent to you postpaid for three credits. Read Rules and Instructions 


ca first premium page. 


No. 241—ARCHERY SET. This set includes a springy, 


hickory bow 29 in. long, 4 arrows 18 in. long an 
ize an archery club in your city— 

is complete set, sent to you postpaid for 
st pre- 


get card. 
great sport. 


Just one credit. Read Rules and Instructions on 


mium page. 


No. _243—BIG BANG 
CANNON. All the noise 
you want with absolute 
safety. The cannon is fin- 
ished in black enamel and 
is mounted on a red car- 
riage. Loads of fun! The 
cannon ee 
sent to you postpaid for 
three credits. Read Rules 
and Instructions on first 
premium page. 


No, 244—BICYCLE 
LIGHT. This lamp comes 
complete with bracket at- 
tachment and extra battery. 
Every bicycle should have 
a light for night riding. 
Sent to you postpaid for 
two credits. Read Rules and 
Instructions on first pre- 
mium page. 


the bat goes a booklet giving batting records of famous 
Read Rules and Instructions on 


No. 232—CATCHER’S MITT. This is 
the popular Draper-Maynard mitt—medium 
size, with strong horse-hide palm and 
fingers. Sent to you postpaid for three and 
one-half credits. Read Rules and Instruc- 
tions on first premium page. 


No. 236—RACING AIRPLANE. 

some, graceful 22-inch flyer that will mount to 
a height of 100 feet or more and make flights 
of over 300 feet. Guaranteed to fly. Sent to 
you postpaid for two credits. Read Rules and 
Instructions on first premium page. 


No. 239—SPALDING LAKESIDE ‘RACQUET. This is 
a sturdy, full-size racquet attractively finished with a red 
throat piece and shoulder bindings. Light, medium or heavy 
weights, State preference, Sent to you postpaid for six 
credits. Read Rules and Instructions on first premium page. 


No. 242—COASTER WAGON. Speed and strength are 
assured in this Red Racer Coaster. It (Se double disc wheels, 
rubber tires and oversize roller bearings. It measures 14 in. 
high, the body being 36 in. long. Sent to you postpaid 
for ten and one-half credits. Read Rules and Instructions 
on first premium page. 


No. 245-— BICYCLE BAS- 

'. This strongly-made 
ket will fit any bicycle frame. 
Just what you need for de- 
liveries. Sent to you postpaid 
for one and one-! credits. 
Read Rules and Instructions on 
first premium page. 
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Be King. ig 
ofthe Creat 


bhi 


Oiddars 


The easiest way to sell AMERICAN BOY sub- 
ae ees aS show a copy of THE AMERICAN 

ee to your friends—let them read a story of 
ronan prove Gees on that this maga- 

nee e most illing, most 

sorios of all loser. pablicatttas Tell Ween: teste 

eet the sorting ered athletic features. By doing 
they to become interested in THE 

AMERICAN SOY oe will want to subscribe. 


No. 248—SCOUT AXE. This is the Plumb 
official Boy Scout axe with leather sheath. A 
real necessity for campers. Sent to you post- 
paid for three credits. Read Rules and Instruc- 
tions on first premium page. 


No. 250—WATER PAIL. This is 
the |. Comes 


247 — CAMP regular army canvas 


No. 246—KNAPSACK. Just what aie 


you will need for that hike or camp- 
ing trip. Well made of heavy canvas 
—large enough to hold all your camp 
supplies. Straps snuggly over the 
shoulders. Sent to you postpaid for 
two credits. Read Rules and Instruc- 
tions on first premium page. 


Consists of a 
frying pan, dish, pail, cup, 
fork and spoon all com- 
pactly packed in a khaki 
cartier bag with adjasteble 
strap. Sent to you postpaic 
for ate credits. Read Rules 
and Instructions on first 
premium page. 


No, 249—HUNTING KNIFE. Designed es- 
pecially for hunters and campers, this knife 
can be used for dressing wild game, cleaning 
fish and for many other camp tasks. Sent to 
you postpaid for two and one-half credits. Read 
Rules and Instructions on first premium page. 


No. 253—SCOUT KNIFE. This is the official 
Boy Scout knife. It has a large cutting blade, can 
opener, leather punch, bottle opener and screw 
driver, Comes in handy not only on outings but 
also at home. Sent to you postpaid for two credits. 
Read Rules and Instructions on first premium page. 


in mighty handy on outings—folds 
up—easily packed. Sent to you 
|S ae for just one credit. Read 

and Instructions on first 
Premium page. 


No. 254—CAMP LAMP. This is 

the pore Sun Ray, acetylene- 

Jamp—throws a clear beam 

of light for *F00 feet. Sent to_you 

paid for two credits. Read 

ules and Instructions on first 
premium page. 


No. 251—ELECTRIC LANTERN. This is 
a portable lantern that can be set down, 
hung up or held on the arm. It leaves 
both hands free. No danger of fire—no 
flame to blow out. Offer includes batteries. 
Sent to you postpaid for just three credit 
Read Rules and Instructions on first pre- 
mium page. 


No, 252—ZIP-ZIP SHOOTER.  There’s 
real sport to be had with this sling-shot. 
Get up a tournament at camp and you'll 
have everyone interested. Sent to you post- 
paid for just one credit. Read Rules and 
Instructions on first premium page. 


No, 258—POCKESCOPE. Magnifies Sone and one- 

half times. Helps out in Scout signalling and on oe 
seeing trips. Sent to you postpaid for two creaits. 
Read Rules and Instructions on first premium page. 


No. 259 — WATERPROOF MATCH 
BOX. Wet matches won't start 2 fre 


No. 255—HARMONICA. Moonlight night with the 
gang lolling around the campfire—that’s the time when 
a_clear-tuned Hohner harmonica will be appreciated. 
You could easily learn to play this ‘‘Marine Band.’ 
Sent to you postpaid for just one credit. Read Rules 
and Instructions on first premium page. 


and Instructions 


No, 260—COMPASS. 
This is the standard U. 
S. Arm: tic com- 


if credits. Read Rules 
on 
first premium page. 


No. 256 — DAISY 
LIQUID PISTOL. Look 
out for fun if there’s one 
of these in the crowd. 
This pistol throws a 
stream of water 25 feet. 
Fine for frightening away 
dogs. Sent to you post- 

id for just one credit. 
Read Rules and Instruc- 
tions on first premium 
page. 


No. 257—FIRST_ AID KIT. Of- 
ficial Boy Scout first aid case con- 
taining bandages, various applica- 
tions and complete instructions for 
emergency treatment. Sent to you 
postpaid for just one credit. Read 
Rules and Instructions on first 
premium page. 


No. 261—CAMP STOVE. It’s no fun 


rustling wood for a campfire—particularly 


right after a rain. This handy camp stove 
is easily packed and is ever ready to serve 
you. Burns gasoline. Sent to you postpaid 
for seven credits. Read Rules and In- 
structions on first premium page. 


so it’s best to keep your matches well 
This safety 


protected. 
easily carried—assures 


match box is 


Protection. 
to you postpaid for just ome credit. 


No. 262 — PEDOME- 
TER. This watch-like 
instrument lets you 
keep a fairly accurate 
record of the cis 
you walk. Just hang 
on your belt, that’s al. 
Puts real fun into hik- 
ing. Sent to you post- 
ES for three credits. 
id Rules and In- 
structions on first pre- 
mium page. 


Read Rules and Instructions om first 
premium page. 
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It's really very easy to win AMERICAN 
BOY premiums. All you need is ob- 
tain AMERICAN BOY subscriptions from 
your friends who do not receive the mag- 
azine now. A_ six-months’ subscription 
($1.00) gives you one-half credit; a year’s 
subscription ($2.00) one credit; a two-year 
subscription ($3.00) one and_ one-half 
credits and a_ three-year subscription 
($3.50) two credits. 


No. 263—PING PONG GAME. Here you 
are for real indoor sport. It’s played quite 
like tennis—exciting—good exercise. Sent 
to you postpaid for just two and one-half 
credits. Read Rules and Instructions on 
first premium page. 


PHINX PUZZLE 
Oe 


No. 267—SPHINX PUZZLE SET. Fool your 
friends with these clever tricks, What fun you 
will have watching them worry and study over 
the tricks you will be able to work so easily, 
Sent to you postpaid for one and one-half 
credits. Read Rules and Instructions on first 
premium page. 


No. 273—CHEMCRAFT. Ninety experi- 
ments can be made with this chemical out- 
fit. If you like to make chemical tests, this 
premium will bring you many happy hours. 
Sent to you postpaid for one and one- 
half credits. Read Rules and Instructions 
on first premium page. 


No. 264—PARCHEESI. The good old 
game fellows have been playing for 
years. Four can play it. Fine for a 
small family gathering. Sent to you 
postpaid for two credits. Read Rules 
and Instructions on first premium page. 


No. 268—HOME TEAM BASEBALL GAME. Home of these 
runs, base steals, double plays—every conceivable base- 
ith this lively indoor 


ball situation is experienced wit 


a 


Za 


No. 265—STAMPS. Five hundred stamps— 
all different. Here is the chance you’ve been 
wanting to start your stamp collection. Sent 
to you postpaid for just one credit. Read Rules 
premium page. 


and Instructions on 


No. 269—STAMP ALBUM. 
To properly maintain a stamp 
collection you should have one 
attractive, durable 
stamp albums. Made to last. 
Sent to you postpaid for just 
one credit. Read Rules and In- 


game. From two to eighteen persons can play it. 
Sent to you postpaid for one and one-half credits. structions on first premium 
Read Rules and Instructions on first premium page. Page. 


No. 271—ZULU BLOW GUN GAME. If you want something different for your party, some- 
thing everyone will thoroughly enjoy, try this target game. It’s real fun. Sent to you post- 


paid for just two credits. 


No. 272—AUTOMATIC PENCIL. It’s a beauty, too—one you will be proud to carry. Mottled 
green with gold-plated clip and tip Sent to you postpaid for one and one-half credits. Read Rules 


and Instructions on first premium page. 


No. 274—FOUNTAIN PEN. This pen matches the mottled green pencil shown above. Attractive, 
durable, always ready to serve you. Sent to you postpaid for one and one-half credits. Read Rules 
and Instructions on first premium page. 


{veryBopy Likes Pop Corn_z 
Excel Makes Popping Easy / 


No. 276 — MIRRO- 
SCOPE. All ready to 
give a picture show. 
Runs by electricity— 
throws on a screen or 
wall any kind of picture 
such as postcard, snap- 
shot, colored pictures 
from books or maga- 
zines. Great for enter- 
amen Sent to yea 
postpaid for seven cred- 
its. Read Rules and In- 
structions on first pre- 
mium page. 


Read Rules and Instructions on first premium page. 


No. 278—ICE CREAM 
FREEZER. When the 


t with These 
Close By 


No. 266—FORTY-NINE. A fascinating game 
that will thrill young and old alike. Can be 
played by from two to eight persons. Sent to 
you postpaid for one and one-half credits. Read 
Rules and Instructions on first premium page. 


No. 270—MYSTO MAGIC. Presto! Here it 
is—now it’s gone, Mystifying sleight-of-hand 
stunts any fellow can easily learn. Sent post- 
paid for one and one-half credits. Read Rules 
and Instructions on first premium’ page. 


No. 275—STATIONERY. DeLuxe station- 
ery with your name and address printed 
both on the sheets and the envelopes—200 
sheets and 100 envelopes. Be sure to give 
the name and address you wish used. Sent 
to you postpaid for just two credits. Read 
Rules on first premium page. 


No. Sekt deserter 38 Comes 
complete with battery. Sent to you = 
paid for one and one-half credits. Read 
Rules on first premium page. 


gang is coming over or 
you'd like to entertain 
the team—this premium 
will step right in and 
help you out. Holds 
two quarts—is strongly 
made—has triple whip 
action. Sent to you 
postpaid for three cred- 
its. Read Rules and In- 
structions on first pre- 
mium page. 


postpaid for one and one-half credits. Read 
Rules and Instructions on first premium page. 
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Nothing creates greater pleasure than build- 
ing. Whether it be crude or perfectly modelled 


yee) 
og fea) the product of your own hands brings unlim- 
é a ited satisfaction. If it is your ambition to be- 
q yf a" H i 


come a great builder, an outstanding engineer, 
start your training now by learning the many 
lessons made possible by the useful premiums 
on this page. 


=> 


To Build 


Tibson\ 
BOAT BUILOER 


THE BOY NoaT Boe 


No, 281—BOAT BUILDER. This includes a complete set of ready-made wood 
and metal parts, set of construction tools, all necessary hardware and fittings for 
building model sail boats as well as other types of craft. Sent to you postpaid for 
five éredits. Read Rules and Instructions on first premium page. 


No. 280—HANDIKIT. Here you have 
many tools in one, a screw driver, chisel, 
tack claw, gilt,’ reamer end four smal w. S. bites 
tools. You'd -find this mighty handy in 7 anton, Ohio. “ . 2 
your work shop. Sent to you postpaid for ‘ia , seein No, 282—WHITTLERS’ KIT. Make things 
just one credit. Read Rules and Instruc- ' with a knife! This premium gives you all the 

necessary equipment, tells you just how to 


tions on first premium page. : . wot 
No. 283—NAME KNIFE. The knife you can’t lose—it has your whittle and also gives you a membership in 
own name and address on it. The knife is three inches long and has the [Russell Whitters’ Club Sent to you post 
two Car-Van steel blades. Be sure to write plainly the name paid for just one credit. Read Rules and In- 


address you want on your knife. Sent to you postpaid for two structions on first premium page. 
credits. Read Rules and Instructions on first premium page. 


No, 284—MECCANO SET. You can 
build forty different construction models 
with this set. If you are interested in en- 
gineering you will have many good times 
with the Meccano. Sent to you postpaid 
for two credits, Read Rules and Instruc- 
tions on first premium page. 


No. 286—TOYMAKER. There’s loads of fun 
in making toys and this set supplies you with 


No. 285—TOOL ASSORTMENT. All the tools you need for building—a all the equipment and instructions you need. 
hammer, rule, screw driver, saw, bit brace, auger bit, marking gauge and one Sent to you postpaid for one and one-half 
pair of offset hinges. This tool kit sent to you postpaid for six credits. Read credits. Read Rules and Instructions on first 
Rules and Instructions on first premium page. premium page. 


No. 287—SOLDERING KIT. In almost every kind 
of repair work a soldering kit is essential if the job 
is to be done properly. This kit contains a half- 
pound soldering iron, emery cloth, solder and sol- 
dering paste. Sent to you postpaid for one and one- 
half credits. Read Rules and Instructions on first 
premium page. 


No. 288—GILBERT’S ERECTOR. This construc 
tion kit contains almost two hundred pieces in- 


9—S' cluding gears and large red wheels. With this set No. 292—PRINTING PRESS. Type, ink, 
DOMPAveac ent Lorene you can build 381 models. Sent to you postpaid cards and press, in fact everything needed for 
tia Sad qed ended! hove Wich for three and qosctalt credits. Read Rules and In- accel printing, are included in this premium. 

or = structions on ‘st premium en ‘ine for printing your sot cards. Sent to 
this steam engine. It has a Le Li you postpaid for four coacity Raal Rules exdl 


steam whistle just like the large 
engines. Sent to you postpaid 
for four credits. Read Rules 
and Instructions on first pre- 
mium page. 


Instructions on first premium page. 


No. 291—GIANT EXTRA 
MOTOR. This motor has a 
starting and reversing switch 
with a drive shaft 2!/2 in. long. 
It operates on 2 to 4 volts from 
battery or 4 to 8 volts through 
transformer on 110 volt A. C. 
Sent to you postpaid for three 
credits. Read Rules and In- 
No. 290—-FRET SAW OUTFIT. Twelve saw blades, peter rg 
one awl, one sheet of impression paper and three 

sheets of designs are included in this set. With this 

set you can make brackets, card holders, handker- 

chief boxes, etc. Sent to you postpaid for two 

credits. Read Rules and Instructions on first pre- 

mium page. 
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A whole page of tricks and novelties—inex- 

nsive items that will bring you a world of 
Pia Aral| ithe Bese “of iit Ni anaiigeey ave 
your choice of any three for just one credit. 
You'll be the envy of all your friends when 


you show they ids, Rend les end fox : Y The ay, iy “Tricks for 
n/) Clever 
Fellows 


Any Three Premiums 
on This Page 
for Just 
ONE CREDIT 


No. 294—CHARLIE CHAPLIN SQUIRT 
A 2. : ) |. Consists of met igure o! aplin 
No. 203—-ROOTER. This) oiginal Seles that fits into lapel. A hidden tube with 
sie leeenpetiy Sens ec bulb leads to the coat, pocket. Your friend 
inside. crank prod very 


1 : Jeaning over to see Chaplin gets a stream 
loud noise. Fine for games and entertain- fms Ciba. 
ments. 


No. 298—SEEBACKOSCOPE. A_hard- 
No. _296—MAGNIFYING No, 297—-M A GIC rubber mechanism that permits you to see 
No. 295—MAGIC HINDU BEADS. Con- GLASS. Has white cellu- BALL AND VASE. what clas hacpenina ‘ 
sists of three large, brightly enameled loid frame, folds so as to = Vase contains a black fein woes Gaede 
beads on a double string. The beads can be easily carried. May .be , & ball that can be made 
be removed while the ends of the string used as single or double to appear and disap- 
are held. This one will surely mystify magnifying glass, _stereo- Benes Complete aint 
your friends. scope, reading glass, tele- ~ tions. 
scope, opera glass or field 
glass. 


behind you without 


No, 299—CAT CRY. Meeow! Where’s the cat! Nobod: 
will know the sound is coming from your pocket. Loa 
of fun on all occasions, 


ope Top 
No. 300—REVOLVING PICTURES. \ ZA 


Here’s a good joke to play on your friends. No. 304—WEATHER HOUSE. Here’s an 
Have them place the tube against the eye 


- ¥ < 2 4 ‘ accurate weather prophet. If the man comes 
in order to see the revolving pictures— ~~ PN My out expect bad weather, if the woman 
then the fun begins for the tube leaves a ° BANS . UA comes out it means fair weather ahead. 
black ring wherever it touches. 2 3 Height 8 in. It never fails. 


No. 301— 
LARIAT. Best 
grade manits 

teen 

Has 
loop for the 
noose and is 


. 302—GYROSCOPE TOP. A scientific top that will spin on a 
i stal, a glass or even on your finger. You can have real 
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No. 305—JERRY TODD AND 
THE ROSE COLORED CAT. A 
book chockful of lIaughs. Sent to 
you postpaid for just one credit. 
Read Rules and Instructions on 
first premium page. 


No. 306—RIGHT HALF HOL- 
LINS. A football story by one of 
your favorite authors—Ralph Henry 
Barbour. Sent to you postpaid for 
just one credit. Read Rules and In- 
structions on first premium page. 


No. 307—DESERT GOLD by Zane 
Grey. No. 308 — THE GOLD 
HUNTERS by James Oliver Cur- 
wood. Either of these books for 
just one credit. Read Rules and In- 
structions on first premium page. 


No. 


CAMERA. This is_ the 


i oe 
Eastman Hawk-Eye Model 
compactly and durably constructed. 


Size of picture taken 21/, 


. 316—THE WHISPERING MUMMY by Leo Edwards. 
. 317—THE WALTZING HEN by Leo Edwards. 

. 318—THE TALKING FROG by Leo Edwards. 

. 319—THE PURRING EGG by Leo Edwards. 


. 320—-TOM BROWN AT OXFORD by 


. 332—THE COVERED WAGON by Emerson Hough. 

. 333—CAPTAIN BLOOD by Rafael Sabatini. 

. 334—SEVENTEEN by Booth Tarkington, 

. 335—THE MAN WITHOUT A COUNTRY by Ed- 
ward E. Hale. 


. 341—SILVER HORDE by Rex Beach. 
. 342—THE MYSTERIOUS RIDER by Zane Grey. 


. 352—YEA, SHERITON by George F. Pierrot. 
See es FARRELL, 


354 RUSS FARRELL, TEST PILOT by Thomson 
fa 355—SECRETS OF BASEBALL by 
. 356—WHITE BLACKFOOT by James 
e 357—OUESTERS OF THE DESERT by James Wil- 
358 —CATIY ATKINS, BANDMASTER by Clarence 


Any Book in This 


(Humor) 


Class 


(School) 


Thomas 
Hughes. 


. 321—TOM BROWN’S SCHOOL DAYS by Thomas 


Hughes. 


. 322—LEFT END EDWARDS by Ralph Henry Bar- 


bour. 


. 323—THIRD BASE THATCHER by Christy Math- 


ewson. 


Any Book in This Class One 


. 336—OLIVER TWIST by Charles Dickens. 

. 337—PENROD by Booth Tarkington. 

. 338—WHITE FANG by Jack London. 

. 339—CALL OF THE WILD by Jack London. 

. 340—THE THREE MUSKETEERS by Alexander 


Dumas. 


No. 
. 325—GREEN MOUNTAIN BOYS by D. P. Thomp- 


No. 
No. 
No. 
No. 


No. 
No. 
No. 


No. 


No. 


Just One Credit 


(Adventure) 
324—THE DEERSLAYER by James Fenimore Cooper. 


. 326—IVANHOE by Sir Walter Scott. 
. 327—LAST OF THE MOHICANS by James Feni- 


more Cooper. 


Bicep tie FAMILY ROBINSON by Johann R. 


yss. 


. 329—TALES OF SHERLOCK HOLMES by A. 


Conan Doyle. 


. 330—TREASURE ISLAND by Robert L. Stevenson. 
. 331—TWENTY THOUSAND LEAGUES UNDER 


THE SEA by Jules Verne. 


and One-half Credits 


343—BEN HUR by General Lew Wallace. 


344—WILD ANIMALS I HAVE KNOWN by 
Ernest Thompson Seton. 


345—THE ALASKAN by James Oliver Curwood. 

346—BAREE, SON OF KAZAN by James Oliver 
Curwood- 

347—BEAU GESTE by P. C. Wren. 

348—BUFF, A COLLIE by Albert Payson Terhune. 

349—CAPPY RICKS by Peter B. Kyne. 

350—THE MARK OF ZORRO by Johnston Mc- 

Culley. 


351—RUGGLES OF RED GAP by 


Wilson. 


Harry Leon 


Any Book in This Class Two Credits 


No. 
AIRMAN by Thomson 


Mitchell V. 
Charnley. 
Willard 


B. Kelland. 


Dee eee amie: 5. PARKE: 
i = ANESVILLE 


No. 314—PARKER FOUNTAIN PEN. .The famous ‘ 
pendable self-filling pen—absolutely non-leakable barrel. 


Sperm TIDD IN ITALY by Clarence B. Kel- 
land 


. 360—MARK TIDD IN EGYPT by Clarence B. Kel- 


land. 


. 361—QUINBY AND SON by William Heyli; 
. 362—THE MAKING OF PETER CRAY by William 


Heyliger. 


. 363—RENFREW RIDES AGAIN by Laurie Erskine. 
. 364—RENFREW OF THE ROYAL MOUNTED by 


Laurie Erskine. 


. 365—AMERICAN BOY STORIES. 


‘lucky curve’’—a de- 
Sent to you postpaid 


for four credits. Read Rules and Instructions on first premium page. 


No. 315—PARKER PENCIL. A triple silver plate automatic pencil 
you'd be mighty proud to own. Constructed so that the lead cannot 


clog. Is equipped with a clip. 
half credits. Read Rules an 


309 — BOX on re Se 
jar 


3Y% in. Take a camera with you on « 
every outing. Sent to you post- 


paid for just two credits. 
includes pear "3 

dakery. 

tions on first premium page. 


Offer 
subscription to Ko- 
Rules and Instruc- 


KODAKERY 


x 
p ASGAZINE Se Asa EUR, 
x SHotochAmmaes 


Sent to you postpaid for one and one- 
Instructions on first premium page. 


No. 


THE AMERICAN Boy 


No. 310—WONDER BOOK OF 
KNOWLEDGE. A wealth of in- 
formation—answers any and every 
question you might ask. Sent to 
you postpaid for two and one-half 
credits. Read Rules and Instruc- 
tions on first premium page. 


VALENTINO EDITION, 


No. 311 — MONSIEUR BEAU- 
CAIRE by Booth Tarkington. A 
book you will thoroughly enjoy 
from cover to cover. Sent to you 
postpaid for just one credit. Read 
Rules and Instructions on first 
premium page. 


No. 312—THREE BOYS IN THE 
MOUNTAINS. A. story of the 
pioneer days — Indians — prairie 
schooners, Thrilling from beginning 
to en ent to you postpaid for 
just one credit. Read Rules and In- 
structions on first premium page. 


313—VEST POCKET 


CAMERA, This is one of the 
latest Eastman cameras—sturdy— 
attractive. Takes a picture one and 


five-eighths inches by two and one- 
half inches. Offer includes aoe 


subscription to 


moat 


EASTMAN RODAK COMPANY 


for six and one-half 
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Milit 
=e 


class by itself 


MILITARY 


ULVER: acaDEmMy 


(On Maxinkuckee) 


Prepares for any college. Small c neurpassed 
equipment. Catalog, The Registrar, Cul 


Branham & Hughes Military Academy 


Ideal school for training boys in moral and physical health and 
scholarship. Endorsed by leading educators. New buildings. 
Splendid focilities. R. 0. T. C, under supervision of U.S. Army 
Officer. Junior School in separate building. 30 miles south of 
Nashville. Write for catalog. Address Box A, Spring Hill, Tenn. 


ENTWORTH ‘canst 
bet nto et Military School west of 
Mississippi River. High School. Junior 


College. Catalog. Col. S. Sellers, Box 
A, Lexington, Mo. 


WESTER 


Te 


MILITARY 
ACADEMY 


MILITARY 
ACADEMY 


STAUN 


One of the most distinguished schools in America preparing for 


Universities, Government Academies, Business. Superb disci- 


plinary training equalled by academic excellence. 


Col. Thos. H. Russell, B.S., Pres., Box E, (Kable Station) Staunton, Va. 


Gt Fobus Military Meademy 


‘The American Rugby: Eminently fitted for training American 

boys. Thorough scholastic and military instruction. Situated 

on high gromnd in Waukesha Cousty take Region. Catalog. 
Box 21 L, Delafield. Wisconsin 


BORDENTOWN fan 


INSTITUTE 
Thorough preparation for college or business. Hificient 
faculty, small classes, individual attention. Boys taught 
how to bea aed See a ninietics. 43rd year, 
NDON, Principal, 
Drawer c 18, Boraautene: on-the-Delaware, N. J. 


THE MANLIUS SCHOOL 
“Saint John’s” 


Military. College preparatory. Thoroughly equipped. Bus- 
iness course. Junior Department. Well-ordered athletics. 
Catalog. Gen. Wm. Verbeck, Pres., Box 211, Manlius, N.Y. 

physical. Gradu: 


ENNESSEE 


college, Year-round sports. Satisfied patrons in 44 states, 
Sith year, Catalog. Colonel C. RB, Endsley, Superintendent, 
Box 12, Sweetwater, Tenn. 


OHIO “Hie 
Institute 
94th year. High beautiful location. Lower school for 


younger boys. Athletics. Address A. M. Henshaw, Supt., 
Box 28, College Hill, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Develops whole boy 
mental, moral, 


Northwestern Mi uabemy 


70 miles from Chicago. An endowed College Preparatory 

School and Junior College. Its distinctive advantages 

and methods interest discriminating parents. 4 
Col, R. P. Davidson, Pres., Lake Geneva, Wis. 


RANDOLPH - MACON ACADEMY **vir inn" 


Oe of the Randolph-Macon System. Over $200,000 Equip- 
Prepares for College or Scientific Sch 
TRAINING. Fine new Gymnasium, swisumtsg pool. 
season begins Sept. 20th, 1927, Outdoor athleties. Address 
CHAS. L. MELTON, A. M., Principal, Box 419, Front Royal, Ya. 


New Mexico Military Institute 
A state-owned cavalry school of exceptional academic 
Standards. High School and Junior College. Splendid 
equipment. R.O.T.C, Dry, bracing climate, 3700 ft. al- 
.. Every boy rides. Moderate rates. 

Col. D. C. Pearson, Supt., Box N, Roswell, N. M. 


M LAM] Matz Military Institute 


Germantown Ohio 
In the Miami Kiver valley, 14 miles from Dayton. 

school of high standards. College preparatory. Military 
it Football fields, baseball 


Missouri Military Academy 
Develops red-blooded American manhood through care- 
fully co-ordinated military and academic training. 
Equipment and faculty exceptional. For catalogue address 


Col. E. Y. Burton, Pres.. Box 125, Mexico, Missouri 


Lake Forest—Non-Military 


Strictly College Preparatory Academy for Boys 
On Lake—hour north of Chicago. Modern buildings. 
All athletics. Every boy on a team. Secure Catalog: 
J, W. KICHARDS, Prin., Box 149. Lake Forest, Ill. 


MORGAN PARK Xckoemy 


Experi- 
enced man teacher for, overs twelve cadets. Supervised 
athletics for each boy. ¥ 
Summer _ Camp. Bath ee) Catalog. Col. Dd. 
Abells, Supt., Box 927, Morgan Park, Chicago, HI. 


Kemper Military School *y3;2* 


Trains for leadership by a comprehensive Py ar 

athletics, military and general activities that reach every 

boy. An Honor System that builds character. High 

School and_ Junior College, For catalogue address 
734 Third St., Boonville, Mo. 


GREENBRIER™schoor 
Prepares for college and business. Limited to sv. New, 
modern, fireproof buildings. Near White Sulphur Springs. 


»» Col. H. B, Moore, Lewisburg, W. Va. 


Enter This 
Book Contest 


Write a Letter and 
Win a Library 


E’VE advised you, elsewhere 

in this issue, to start a li- 

brary. We've told you that in this 

day, when so much romance, in- 

formation and laughter is put down 

in black and white, you can’t af- 
ford not to start a library. 

Just to prove that we meant what 
we said, gaze at the prizes you'll 
have a chance to win merely by 
writing us a letter about books! 


First prize: a $25 library of 15 
books. 

Second prize: a $15 library of 10 
books, 

Third prize: a set of five books. 

The next fifteen prizes: sets of 
two books. 

And such books! Soul-shaking 
Russ Farrell flying books, graphic 
Schultz Indian books, rollicking 
stuttering Mark Tidd, gen- 
uinely real Heyliger school stories, 
magnificent Nicholas Rowntrees, 
and—but let’s read you some of the 
titles: “Captains Courageous” by 
Rudyard Kipling, “The Tattoed 
Man” by Howard Pease, “Toilers 
of the Trails’ by George Marsh, 
“Blackbeard, Buccaneer” by Ralph 
D. Paine, “Secrets of Baseball” by 
Mitchell V. Charnley, “Peter Cray” 
and “Quinby and Son” by William 
Heyliger. Treasures between cov- 
ers—and you can win them by writ- 
ing a letter. 

Tell us—in less than 300 words, if 
you can—what books mean to you. 
Give us some actual instance of 
what reading has done for you. Has 
some particular book changed your 
ideas in a particular way? Has 
something you’ve learned in books 
helped you in a sudden emergency? 
Have books taught you how to 
build things? Have they allowed 
you to escape the dull day indoors? 
Have they whisked you from your 
living room to the uttermost cor- 
ners of the earth—to far places and 
strange people? Tell us about it. 
Tell us, briefly and interestingly, 
just what books have done for you. 

Send your letter to the Book 
Contest Editor, American Boy 
Magazine, 550 Lafayette Boulevard, 
Detroit, Mich. Write in ink, or bet- 
ter yet, on a typewriter, on one side 
of the sheet only. Put your name, 
address, age, and year in school on 
every sheet of your entry! Mail 
your entry so that it will reach us 
by November 15. (The results will 
be published in the January maga- 
zine.) 

Please don’t tell us, in your let- 
ter, what books you’d like to have. 
The prizes will go to you as gifts 
from the following five publishers: 

D. Appleton and Company, 35 
West 32nd Street, New York City. 

Doubleday, Page and Company, 
Garden City, New York. 

Harcourt, Brace and Company, 
383 Madison Ave., New York City. 

Houghton, Mifflin Company, 2 
Park Street, Boston, Massachusetts. 

Penn Publishing Company, 925 
Filbert Street, Philadelphia, Penn- 
sylvania. 

Each publisher is generously giv- 
ing twelve books. From the total, 
we'll select the sets, giving each set 
as much variety as possible. If, by 
any chance, you already own one 
of the books we send you, remem- 
ber that the Christmas season is at 
hand, and you'll be able to send 
out the books you don’t wish to 
keep, as gifts to your chums. (We’d 
appreciate getting your Best Read- 
ing ballot—just slip it in the en- 
velope with your contest letter.) 


BOYS! 


Are YOu 


ready 
fora Touchdown ? 


Coss the goal line and win money 
and prizes in the greatest game 
of your life. Make it snappy and buck 
the line hard! It will be fun—easy 
work—and you need no experience to 
start. 


The Crowell Publishing Company of- 
fers you the chance to score a touch- 
down for money and prizes. Every 
week thousands of fellows, like your- 


This coupon will bring to you the Big 
Book of Prizes showing over 200 articles 
that any ambitious fellow can easily win. 
It tells how thousands of boys are being 
made happy with cash profits as well as 
prizes. Membership in a great organiza- 
tion is open to you. Join now! 
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self, are earning their own spending 
money and winning splendid prizes. 


These fellows are Crowell Junior 
Salesmen. They give a few minutes of 
their spare time each week to deliver- 
ing the three best-known magazines in 
America to regular customers. 


la J; THAYER, 
Dept. 3 
The Crowell Publishing Co., 
Springfield, Ohio. 
I want to make a touchdown. Please 
tell me how, 


=r x ai 
H 
i 


My Name ... 
Address .. 


and ears warm in the very coldest weather, 
postpaid. 


L. BEAN, 
676 Main Street 


Mfr. 


BEAN’S BOY’S WINTER SPORT CAP 


.Made of high grade Mahogany glove leather trimmed 
with the very best white lamb-skin, that looks and feels 
like fur. With ear laps down it will keep head, neck 
Price $2.00 


A practical, sporty cap for boys for snow-shoeing, 
skiing, skating, etc. Send for New Fall Catalogue. 


Freeport, Maine 


offers physical, 
Mercersburg oisrtar and moral taintag ior 
college or business. Under Christian masters from the 
great universities. Located in the Cumberland Valley, 
one of the most picturesque spots Ge America. Gymna- 
sium, Equipment modern, or catalog. Address 
Box 160, Wm, Mann Irvine, LL.D. ay Mercersburg, Pa. 


FRANKEINS MARSHAL 


4A Widely Recognized, Moderately Priced, Preparatory. Bch 


Wholesome 


200 Boys Prepared for Collene in the last 30, 
E. M. Hartman, Pd.0., Principal, Box 442, 


Mc Callie School 


Home echool for boys over 12. Non-sectari 
Influence. College preparatory, small clos 
instruction, Military training. did 
ern equipment. All sports. Catalog. Tex A, Chattant 

Boys’ College 


TILTON Jrreparstory 


school, splendid traditions in 
letics. Moderate 
loge on request. George 


Shattuck School 


College preparatory. Military training. All athletics—8 
coaches. 16 buildings. 240 acres. Business Course. 
Summer School. 67th Met For catalog address 

Cc. W. NEWHALL, Headmaster, Box B, Faribault, Minn. 


CARSON LONG 


How to learn, how to abor, how to live year 
‘A Military School, 5th Grade to In th ine mi 
m Now York and Pittsburah. Fadividael tustcuction, “Baler 
‘Box 20, New Bloomfield, Pa. 


“Lancaster, Pa. 


ing now its greatest years. 


PEDDI 


lodern buildin; 
acres. Athletics for or overy boy. ie Forms incleaing 
two grammar grades. year. Nine miles from 
Princeton. Box 11-Z, Hightstown, N. J. 


CASTLE HEIGHTS 3&mARY 

ACADEMY 
The South’s most splendidly equipped school for boys. 
Prepares for all colleges and universities. Jr. R.O.T.C. 
Member Sou. Ass’n. Colleges and Sec. Schools, Ass’n. 
Mil. Schools and Colleges of U. 8. Write for cata- 
logue to Supt., Lebanon, Tenn. 


Emphasizes preparation for 
College. Entrance Board Ex- 
smiaations. Boys from 3 


IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, BE SURE TO GIVE 
YOUR FULL NAME AND COMPLETE ADDRESS, CORBECTLY 


DSK G:F FE RS 


oy mors than an education | It offers himself: reliance, 

Rhysieal develo it—manhood! 6 

Seperiting the Rik pian at ihbapelealbeomitead 
esident, Box 925 Saltsburg Pa. 


ISKIMINETAS SCHOOL FOR BOYS 


Ina 
Sound 
Body 


Highest standards of scholarship and character with 
Wholesome outdoor recreation. Military, 
ev. O. H. Young, 8. T. D., 
For catalog address The Adjutant, Howe, Indiana 


You can be quickly cured, if you 


STAMMER 


Send 10 cents for 288-page book on Stammering and 
Sracitering. fone cane and Cure.” It tells how I 

myself tammering 20 yrs. N. Bogue, 
‘ites Bogue Bldg. Tiar ts N. Hl st i indianapolis, 


ir ioe Write for my free book ** 


< Natural Corrective Course"’ and a free copy of 
my speech magazine. 10,000 cases successfully treated. 
Est. 24 years. Largest school for stammerers in world. 
Millard Inst. of Normal Speech, 2333 Millard Bldg., Milwaukee, Wis, 


ELECTRICAL ENGINEERING 


poorer g phen complete Rey one year, ‘Theory and 
9 on request. 


BLISS ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 22tzston= Ave: 


High School Course 
in 2 Years 


side of two years, Meets all equi its for entrance to 2] 
side of two rears. Moots all requirements for entrance to colleg 


leournes are described is our Free Bulletin. Sead for it TODAY. | 


AMERICAN SCHOOL 


Dept. H82 Drexel Ave. & 58th St. © AS 1923 CHICAGO 


You can complete 


76 
STAMP OUTFIT FREE!! 


DUPLICATE STAMP ALBUM 
poe 


FINE BRITISH COLONIAL 
60 DIFFERENT STAMP 
POCKET CASE and PERF. GAUGE 
Also some of the finest “‘Liver’’ Stamp Mounts. 60 different 
stamps from:—Cuba (high value). Decean (Hyderabad). South 
Holstein ‘Stat 


4q (stamps) for postage, and 5 
approval ab 


LISBURN & TOWNSEND, London Road, Liverpool, England 
H. A. FULLER — 85 West Wyoming Ave. — Melrose, Mass. 


it request our 


STAM PS Mounted in sets, at 34 to 14 catalogue 

sent to responsible parties on approv- 
al. U.S. Battle commemoratives (White Plains, 
Bennington & Saratoga) Free to applicants who 
enclose 5c for postage. For 8c additional, will use 
10c Lindbergh _as postage. Hundreds of sets to 
choose from. Precancels in great variety. Bar- 
gains in Persian Sets—10Var. No. 589-97 etc. 50c, cat. 
$3.75. 8 Var. No. 543-49 etc. 25c, cat. $1.50. 7 Var. 
No. 1009-1014a 10c, cat. 82c. The three sets 75c. 


Keep Step With Progress 

of Philately, start collecting 

! Blocksand pairs, moreinterest- 

ing, more beautiful and bigger 

values. Send one Dollar and get postpaid 75 diff. 

Blocks of 4 mint and used. Some Blocks cat. 12c, 

none under 8c each, or send 60c and get 75 diff. 

pairs same as Blocks, all foreign. Net Approvals 

sent with each order, unless not desired. Give 
us a trial please. 


IRON SPRING STAMP CoO. 
Member A. 


87 FAR-OFF COUNTRIES—ONLY 10c 


Azores, British Guiana, Oyprus, Dutch Indies, French 
Guiana, Esthonia, Georgia, Indore, Jhind, Kouang- 
Tcheou; Luxemburg, Montenegro, Newfoundland, 
Oceanica, Paraguay, Reunion, Sudan, Ukrainia, Ven- 
ezuela, Wurtemburg, etc. Marvelous packet 87 differ- 
ent stamps from 87 different countries, including all 
the “scarce” ones above and many more. Bargain 
price only 100 to, those asking for approval sheets. 
atgain and premium lists free. 


D. Reimers Company, Box 101 
SCARCE AIRMAIL TRIANGLE! 
ALE‘om S2f Approvale 


aad ble tree lists with Se 


CURHAN STAMP COMPANY, " GLOUCESTER, MASS. 
205 diff. Rare ‘‘Wild Goose,’’ etc.---All 10c 


Wonderful collection 205 different stamps from Gwalior, 
Haute-Volte, Kouang-Tcheou, 8t. Thomas, South Africa 
(Springbok), and other “‘hard’’ countries; fine triangle 
stamp; package hinges; mme scale and ruler; copy larg- 
est stamp in the world (Ohina **Wild Goose," cat. 75c!); 

big arusitated lists. Total Value $4.85, All for 10cl 

pproval 
Indi nm Stamp Co. 103 Howard St., Bangor, Maine 


——— 
SCARCE SIAMESE AIRMAIL 
stamp showing fierce ‘Dragon ofthe 
Air? (half man and halt beast). Also 


IRON SPRINGS, PENN. 
S. 9354 


‘ort Worth, Texa: 


Imps iy Lan 
Cay eta 
10% 
or parkeers LOS 
PARK STAMP CO. STON, MASS. 


500 DIFFERENT STAMPS FOR 25 CENTS 


$10,00 BIG COLLECTION OF S00 ALL DIFFERENT STAMPS 
Value Font unused, from Bosnia-Herzegovina, Crete, Epirus, 


studi 
jes 


Gat, Value Hone’akones Yeoland 
for nd other “he orange fiver cs yan 
25 sc oval AD 


nly 2 TA 

R 15 triangle star fampe 49c: 
100 Asia 50e: 100 Ba kan States $oc;-100 Britieh Col 

nie: French Cols. 0c; "100 Portuguese Cols. 60. All S 

Packers for'53.00! Ilustrated Liste Free 

LOMA STAMP CO., 8926 Bind St., SAN DIEGO, CALIF. 


FANTASTIC SCENERY PACKET 


Gontains all diferent stamps of far-away countries depicting won- 
gerful thrilling ecenes. Included Belgium (Satan with pitch 
fork); Harbadoes (chariot and flying horses): Chile (battle scene): 

ich ia (nude slave breaking chain); 


f Victory): Tunin (Aghting Arab); an 
ante enclosing be thie erent packet will be sem 


iden 
PIKES "PEAK STAMP So. Box 215, Colorado Springs, Colo. 


Ozecho-Sloval 


lovati. Danzig: 10 di P 
of Transvaal, White Rus- 


———_ from obscure countrie 
OFFER! sis, Cape of Good Hope, Turkey, Siam, Travancore, 
New Zealand, Guatemala, Mexico, Bosnia Herze- 
govina; perf. gauge, millimetre scale, ruler; emali album for dup- 
lieates. This big $f outflt for 120 to approval applicants! 


A. R. PERRY, Dept. B, 86 Exehange Place, PROVIDENCE, R.I. 
for our high grade 50% Diso. 
Apron in pale Hin- 
‘Col 
Colonies, 50 Danzig, 50 Rowetatane Ie each, post. 20. 
Complete line ‘Albums postpaid. Price List Pres 


A I R P 0 S T 25 for 10¢ to applicants 
onies, 50 Port. 
Kansas City Stamp Co., Dept. 1, Lee Bldg., Kansas Ci 


FREE 
40 CZECHO SLOVAKIA all different including HRAD- 
SCHIN CASTLE SET, DOVES, pone sUR- 
CHARGES, and PRESIDENT MAY! SET. Sent 
to all applicants for our famous emmenite Approval 
selections, 20 stamp postage. Please do not remit in 
coin. LIGHTBOWN’S STAMP CO., Southsea, England. 


Triangles! 75% disc. 


Special Bpproval anects with each Se packet con- 


taining seb GLES, 2 sets WAR TAX, sot AIR- 
PLANES, U. 8. stamp before 1580, etc., over 100 diff. 
stamps. MURRAY STAMP CO., 515 Tower Bldg., 8T. LOUIS 
es STAMPS 
a pad “1000 hinges 15c; 
Album to hold 1152 stamps, 
20c. 60% approval sheets sent with each order. 


A.B. Miami Stamp Company, Toledo, Ohio 


UNITED STATES & FOREIGN 


Approval sheets for beginners; booklets by countries 

for the more advanced. Everything for collectors, sets, 
ackets, albums, hinges, eto. A stock of 40,000 varieties 

fo select fram, Reference please. 

Old Colony Stamp Co. 333 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 


FREE 5 Wall St. Stock Transfer Sli ips 


containing both United States and 
York State revenue stamps to approval applicants 
only who enclose 20 postage. Some stamps priced as 
Jow nso rch on our chests. Grent bargains 
KtA.Kelgwin, Box 1: Middletown, 


Stamps in the Day’s News 


By Kent B. Stiles 


20° cents 20 


READING FROM LEFT TO RIGHT: 


1,—Dominican Republic 2 centavos red. Of 


lean Exposition at Santiago | de los Caballeros. 
rating confederation of the Provinces. 
Canada of to-day. 


new historical series. Design, 
5.—Canada 1 cent orange. 
Macdonald, Canada’s first Premier, 


Design, 
3.—Canada 12 cents green. 
Wilfrid Laurier and Sir John A. Macdonald, two past Premiers, 
heads of Robert Baldwin and Sir Louis H. Lafontaine, statesmen. 
Of Canada’s new historical series, Design, head of Sir John A. 
6.—Canada 5 cents violet. 
federation of the provinces. Design, head of Sir Wilfrid Laurier, once Premier. 


series commemorating National and Inter-Antil- 
2.—Canada 12 


cents blue. Of series commemo- 
map showing the Canada of 1867 and the 
Of new historical series. Design, head of Sir 
4—Canada 20 cents red. Of 


Of series commemorating con- 
7,—Canada 20 


cents orange special delivery. Of series commemorating confederation of the provinces. Design, 


five stages of Canadian mail transportation in past sixty years—pony express, 
8.—Greece 1 drachma red. Of series commemorating activities of Charles 
as commander-in-chief of Greek infantry in the War of 
9.—Lebanon. 
been surcharged with the inscription ‘Republique Libanaise,” 
a mandate over Lebanon) has now given this country the status of a republic. 
Commemorating Julius Slowacki, noted Polish poet. 


steamship, airplane. 
Nicholas Febvier, a French general, 
Greek Independence a century ago. 


groszy claret. 
red and pale green, Of new mail 
cludes Russia. 12.—Brazil 100 reis blue. 
Justice, on Aug. 11, 1827. 

Germany 8 pfennig green. 


series. 


Design symbolical figure of the 
Inland letter rate in 
nigs, necessitating this new value. Design, head of Beethoven. 


dog sled, railroad, 


All of the stamps current in Lebanon have 
showing that France (which holds 
10.—Poland 20 
11—Russia 15 kopecs 


Design, an airplane and a map which in- 


Commemorating the founding of Brazil’s Courts of 


Law, and scales of justice, 13.— 
Germany was recently advanced to eight pfen- 
14 and 15,—Rumania 25 bani 


claret and 30 bani gray-black. Of series commemorating 50th year of Rumania’s independence. 


Design of 


lion stamps in the fiscal year end- 

ing June 30, 1928—stamps enough, 
if placed end to end, to extend 250,000 
miles, belting the globe ten times at ‘the 
equator, or if piled vertically to make a 
column 1,136 miles high. This prediction 
is made by R. S. Regar, Third Assistant 
Postmaster General. 


| NCLE SAM will print eighteen bil- 


Commemoratives 


OST fascinating are the stamps issued 

to recall important events or notable 
persons. The recent U. 8S. 2c Vermont 
sesquicentennial and Burgoyne Campaign 
commemoratives, and the French adhe- 
sives which appeared in September, in 
honor of the return of the American 
Legion to France, are striking examples. 
Numerous U. 8. commemoratives have 
been issued from 1876 to date. 

Other nations, too, have honored fa- 
mous men and commemorated events of 
the past and the present. At Santiago de los 
Caballeros there was recently held a Na- 
tional and Inter-Antillean Exposition, and 
the Dominican Republic issued two com- 
memoratives—2 centavos red and 5c blue. 


25b, heads of Kings Charles and Ferdinand; of 30b, head of King Ferdinand. 


The uniform design is a picture of the 
building in which the exposition was 
staged. 

In Greece has appeared a set of three 
special adhesives—1 drachma red, 3dr 
blue and 6dr green—which recall the mili- 
tary services of Baron Charles Nicholas 
Fabvier (1782-1855) in the War of Greek 
Independence. Baron Fabvier was a 
French general who went to Greece’s aid 
against the Turks in 1823, and partici- 
pated in a battle which involved the 
Acropolis. The new stamps bear a view 
of the Acropolis and a head of Fabvier 
with the dates 1826 and 1926, but they are 
a 1927 issue. 

In Poland has appeared a 20 groszy 
claret stamp with a man’s likeness and the 
inscriptions “Juljusz Slowacki” and “28- 
VI-1927.” The man is Julius Slowacki, a 
famous Polish poet, who died in Paris as 
a political exile in 1849. 

Brazil’s Courts of Justice were founded 
on Aug. 11, 1827. On 100 reis blue and 
200r red stamps recently issued in Brazil 
we find the inscriptions “Cursos Juridicos 
Centenario” and “11 de Agosto 1827- 
1927”—the centenary of the organizing of 
the law tribunals. The scales of justice 


THE AMERICAN Boy 


LIBERIA SNAKE TRIANGLE 


(which alone sells for 7c net) 
And two other triangles, includ~ 
ing scarce Nyassa triangle, are 
among the stamps in our 
packet of 58 different gen- 
Rine foreign stampsfor se. JQ 
Also some good approvals. 
0. W. CROWDER & CO., Waverly, Baltimore, Ma. 


t D. REIMERS ks 188 Flatiron, Fort Worth, Texas 


For'n allver coins 35e: 50 mixed coins 45e; 
8. ets. Se; 5 white cts, 250; 
y ‘arrowheads 


§ diff. big U- 
baper 


RARE Ete. : 
eandlesti $2: pe 
COINS Book, 28 plates, U- For'n, premlume ete. 
ites ein My OS Gada ST 
5S. Notes 


old, fine, $5.50; eet U. 
Jot $1.50; big var int,'80 pp-and old 


coin 
ELDER COIN CORP’N, 8 W. 37th Bt... nN. Y¥. 


BLACK U.S. POSTAGE — Away 
with each order. 150 Mixed stamps 40 different countries, 
sala Asia, Africa, S & C America, 


85. 
HUSSMAN STAMP CO. DemAM.ST. LOUIS, M MO. 


800 DIFFERENT FOREIGN and 
Ad iid teal U. 8. STANPS, including 
.d $2 revenues, all for ONLY 25 
FREE with each wane our pamphlet which tells ““How To 


Make s Stamp Collection Properly,” i with 
our price ists of ee arte pad hundreds ins in 
sets, packets, etc. TY ete ‘“'c —— co., 


ANCHER'’S $ $ $ OUTFIT—ONLY dz! 
qe 


le stam German stamps with (prewar) 
ting); perforation 
airmail eet; iniefesting stamp from 


FEY © = 


LANDS! — 110 diff. star 
Palestine, Egypt, Malta, Iraq, etc., only 10c, 
PENNA. STAMP CO., GREENSBURG, PA. 


1000 "GE" 25c 


RSEY CITY, N. J. 


d Bargain List, Sets and 
t One-seventh to one-tenth 
Premium cat. 49¢ for ad- 
if two collecto! BIBLE 


including Syria, Lebenon 


over 100 varieties and — more 
han 25 of ag one kind, all o! 
PHIL LUNDSTED, "CAPE COTTAGE, MAINE 
No. 98, which cata- 


CILICI logues at 12c alone F REE 


together with 49 other interesting stamps from all parts of the 
world to spproval applicants ordering a 10c packet (any country) 
or 500 all different 39¢; 1000 89c; 1000 mixed S4c. 

SIMMONS STAMP COMPANY, HORTON, MICHIGAN 


500 diff., Cat. $10, only 19c; 200 diff., Cat. $4.00 only To 


Diff. For’n With Pretty 
1000 2r4més $25 ‘ert 69¢ 
gOTNEM STAMP. co., B09 N.W. Bldg., MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. 
rade for Foreign 


Save up and send us" 100 Precanceis to ti 


THE CREAM OF THE BEST 


Four cents to cover mailing costs will bring yon Seo montey 
stamps from Labuan and North Borneo and five Sism. 

catalog sizty-two conta Sat only four cents to sprtcants Fan oar 

Approvi © Southwest Stamp Co., 

Tiee wi Toth BE, Oklahoma City, Okla. = 


BIG STA PACK Hy 


Magnicarocious Packet of 30 different Beauties from 
Distant Lands, (many richly colored unusual designs). 
Complete with Big Bargain Lists Gi ‘Stamps, Bete 
Packets, also catalog of Albums and Philatelic Su; 

plies, all for 2c postage. Gray Stamp Co., Toremts, Can. 


FRENCH COLONIES FREE 


Set of French Colony stamps showing African Nati 
Chief, Jungle Tiger and Forest Scenery Soantber with 
our hustrated Stamp Album price list. 2c. for 


EMPIRE STAMP CO. ‘Toronto, Canada 
FREE 


STAMPS 


12 large showy picture stamps free with a request 
for my popular approvals at 50% discount. None 
better. Many good sets free with each return. 

. BAUER, Palmyra, N. J. 


206 Different Stamps 


Abyssinia, Liberia, Egypt. Bulgaria, China, Chile, 


Ete. 
V. Mikkelsen Con 4029 Grace St. Chicago, Il 
DIFFERENT 
25 AIRPOST 10 Taaneces —— 25¢ 
WITH BEAUTIFUL APPROV: 
THE STAMP MART 
ST. PAUL, 943 Marsball Ave., MINN. 


500 diff. 25¢  1000dilf. Tse 3000 dif. e275 
Album hold 4000 stamps @c 1000 Hinges lc 


JOHNSON STAMP CO.., Dept. A.B. Jamestown, H.Y. 


1 al 
1 te 1 pyrene pp bang oe 


this 
a selections 
vam lectors 
in stock. The Stamp Bag, 44 Glenlake Are. Toreato 9, Can. 


worth-while packet for 20 cents. 
= exceptionally fine stamps for 


November, 1927 


MYSTIC’S ‘‘QUEER COUNTRY’’ PACKET!! 
Contains scarce stamps from the following strange lands: 
San Marino Hyderabad North Borneo 
Antioquia ae spd Ryerss, pana Tobago 


Monsce. seme Leone 
pg this wonderful packet of ‘‘freak countries’’ ad make our 
friends envious! Price only 10c to approval applicants. Write TODAY 
HYSTIC STAMP CONFANY, Dept. D CAMDEN, NEW YORK 


BRUNEI, ZANZIBAR, ABYSSINIA, BORNEO 
Pictures, triangles, monkeys, etc., included’ in packet of 
115 different stamps from ‘all over the world—all for 
15c to those applying for my Famous Quick Service 
Approval Sheets. The High Quality and Low Pri 
will astonish and delight you. Extra discounts and pre- 
mium to liberal buyers. 

D. M. WARD, 605 Pierce St., 


Gary, Indiana 


PHILADELPHIA 


Packets—Sets—Albums,etc, 
Price list free. Open 9 a. m. to 5 p. m. 
CARL YOUNG, 202 S. Eleventh St. 


12 British Colonies Free 


are depicted on each value, while on the 
100r is a figure symbolical of the Law, and 
and the 200r is a map of Brazil. 

Next year Russia will celebrate the 
tenth anniversary of the Bolshevik revo- 
lution, and the Soviet government. this 
month puts forth a special series with de- 
signs as follows: 3 kopecs, workman, peas- 
ant and “red” soldier; 5k, Nikolai Lenin 
pictured in an automobile with “red” 
guards; 7k, workman with a flag; 8k, 
workman and sailor; 14k, a map of Rus- 
sia; 18k, depicting the nations which com- 
prise Soviet Russia; 28k, a workman and 
“Nations of the East.” 

Several more commemorative sets have 
been announced—by Cuba when the Pan- 
American Congress meets in Havana next 
January; by Esthonia, which in February 
will celebrate the tenth anniversary of its 


Notes 


HE ordinary letter rate in Germany 
has been advanced to eight pfennigs. 
This necessitated creating an Spf stamp 
of dark green and bearing a head of 
Beethoven, the famous composer. 
Revolutionary disturbances in Nicara- 
gua resulted in new stamps. The anti- 
Government forces seized stocks of cur- 
rent adhesives in various cities. So the 
Government surcharged the inscription 
“Resello—1927” on all the stamps not con- 
fiscated by the revolutionaries. The sur- 
chargings were in black or red or violet. 
Guatemala will erect a new general post 
office from the proceeds of a special post- 
age stamp. Sixty million copies of a le 
adhesive, the use of which is to be obliga- 
tory on all inland letters, will be issued. 
The stamp, olive in color, will picture the 


Adventures You 
Your Own 


77 


Can Make 


FOR THE GLORY OF FRANCE 
By EVERETT McNEIL 
Illustrated by A. O. Scott 


What boy has not dreamed of running away 
tosea? Imagine being a stowaway on Cham- 
plain’s ship sailing for the new. world, helping 
to found Quebec, Lake Champlain! Those 
were the days of daring deeds, of thrilling 
battles with the Iroquois Indians. $2.00 


Other Well Known McNeil 
Adventure Stories 
Illustrated, each $2.00 
FIGHTING WITH FREMONT 
IN TEXAS WITH DAVY 
CROCKETT 
WITH KIT CARSON IN THE 
ROCKIES 
THE TOTEM OF BLACK HAWK 
‘THE CAVE OF GOLD 
‘THE LOST TREASURE CAVE 
THE LOST NATION 


independence; and by France, which in 
1930 will recall the birth of Frederic Mis- 
tral, noted Provencal poet. 


proposed building and will be known as a 
“reconstruction” issue. 
Russia has a new air mail series. 


You will find the large showy picture stamps on 
my approvals at 50% discount. Extra premium 
for prompt returns. 

CHAS, BUSHNELL, 4728 Princeton Ave., Tacony, Phil: 


100 Different Stamps Free 


to applicants for our Popular Approvals. Send 
2c for return postage. 

CHRISTENSEN STAMP CO. 
826 Teutonia Ave., Milwaukee, Wis. 


Football Answers 


Have You Tested Your Football Brains? Here are the answers. 
Don’t read them until you’ve tackled the questions on page 51. 


STAMPS FREE! All different. 
Postage 2cents. 
Large Album, 20c; Illustrated Al- 


bum $1; List FREE. 50% approval 
sheets sent with each order. 


Answer I. 


muddy sphere struck a Penn lineman and 
bounded back. But Britton, 


TONTY OF THE IRON HAND 
DANIEL DU LUTH, OR ADVEN- 


Z Mi lready 
A. B, QUAKER STAMP COMPANY, Toledo, Ohio ZRST of all, the Brown substitute turned, chased it and fel bs ‘TURING ON THE GREAT LAKES 
, 1 on it for a 
STAMP ALBUM FREE Spaces. for EF; quarterback called a line plunge. He safety. If he hadn’t turned his body just SECRET LISTENERS OF THE 


with purchase of 100 different UNUSED stamps for 2c 
Genuine Mexican $% Bill and 100 diff. foreign stamps for 


had to call one play before he could talk 
to any member of his team and put his 


as he did, he never would have recovered 
the ball. Those opposing linesmen would 


EAST 


By DAHN GOPAL MUKURIJI 


adime. Ono pound, about 4500 mixed unpicked foreign | 1 : 
Mission Stamps for $113 postfree plan into effect. After the buck, he have fallen on it for a touchdown. By his A_mystery-detective story of the 
R. NAGLE, 1101 Marion, READING. PA.| called his players into a circle. He knew quick headwork in that instant while the Orient. $2.00 


Varieties poner, including Guate- 
105 mats. Brazit, Cuba, iewfoundland, Mex- JC 
ico, éte. to applicants for +a rovals ...... 
1000 Mixed Foreign 2c, 
2000 space Album 60e.. 
-LENDALE Seamer 
1842 Linden Ave. Glendale, Calif. 


Stanley Gibbons U. S. List 


No boy interested in United States or British North America 

should be without our largest and latest 32-page list for 

192, sent free on request. “‘No free premiums or gifts,” 
‘put full value into the stamps wo sell. 

NEW YORK CITY. 


STANLEY GIBBONS INC. 35a. Ann Street, 
OLD NEW BRUNSWICK 
and OLD ) CANADIAN STAMPS 


that a pass would be dangerous because 
a pass grounded behind the goal line loses 
you the ball. He 
knew that unless the 
Crimson line was 
caught off balance 
it would never 
yield. 

“On the play af- 
ter this,” he whis- 
pered to his center, 
“as I call the second 
number of the first 
series, pass the ball 


‘unm 


He Won Four Years 
at Yale at 


ball was dropping to his foot, he converted 
the result from a Penn touchdown to a 
safety. Fast work! 


mm 


Answer III. 


OSTON’S  quar- 
you'll re- 
member, had called 
on Cronin, left half, 
for -a plunge straight 
ahead. Just as the 
quarter finished his 
signal, Darling —at 


FRANK BROWN, SEA APPREN- 


TICE 


By FRANK ‘T, BULLEN 
A tale chock full of romance and 


adventure. 


$1.50 


THE MASTER OF THE STRONG 


HEARTS 


By ELLRIDGE S. BROOKS 
Custer—Little Big Horn—and plenty 


of thrills. 


$2.00 


THERE SHE BLOWS 
By J. C. WHEELER 


A whale of a yarn of a fascinate old 


aie = for only 
cent Lar aan mei are area to me and open a the fullback posi- fishing town. 2.00 


rd 
PROSPECT STAMP CO., 401 


500 Different 
Very Special{* 2 


1000 different Tic; 50 Varieties U 8. Postage 30c to ap- 
roval applicants only. CLEVELAND STAMP CQO., 
Dept. A,” Caxton Bldg., Cleveland, Ohio. 


Z2oO0-200-200 


Send for our 200 ontfit containing 200 stamps; 200 hinges; 
approval sheets to hold 200 stamps; perforation gauge: 
millimeter scale and ruler; duplicate stamp container— 
all for only 156 to ap} roral applicants. 

EDGEWOOD 8TAM ept. A., Milford, Conn. 


yee Aves, Toros 


hole for me through 
center.” 

He didn’t let any 
of the other players 
into his scheme for 
fear they’d tip off 
Harvard by their 
actions. The team 
lined up. He called 
two signals of the 
first series, while the 
Harvard — linesmen 
rested on their 


tion — asked him to 
repeat it. While the 
quarter was repeat- 
ing it, Darling 
quickly traded 
places with his right 
halfback! Immedi- 
ately, the defense 
became wary. Darl- 
ing in the right half- 
back position! That 
meant either a 
plunge for Darling 


WON FOR THE FLEET 
By FITZHUGH GREEN 
Tom Poor joins the navy and sees the 
world. You can see it too through 


Tom's eyes. 


$2.00 


PEDRO OF THE BLACK DEATH 
By C. M. BENNETT 


Illustrated. There 
is everything in this 
story that a boy’s 
heart can desire—a 
buried treasure— 
the capture of can- 


@q] 100 Varieties Africa, Ceylon, Brazil, a 
Guba. Mexiege ete, and atonm oe Lc knees. Then, unex- straight ahead, or a nibals—daring es- 
Spe 1000 hinges 10¢. pectedly, the ball run by Darling SNe capes. 82, 
iy one top Sa stamps 786; Tet foo, shot back to him, around the defense’s a 
©. STEGMAN, 5941 Cote Brilliante Ave., ST. LOUIS, MO.| the center bowled right end! George- THE MARVELS OF MODERN 
Remcaeed aimcrant seacntne | ot Dunes ard town’s right tackle MECHANICS 
TIP-TOP fase cectefsemr booker | opponent, and the naturally prepared | |} py /14ROLD T. WILLIAMS 
Foraslon gange, mm. scale; tuler: | quarter slipped himself for Darling’s $3.00 


ood stamp from Kenya & Uganda 

(cannibal land!) Gold Soast, Persia—oli for ten cents to 
applicants for Tip-Top approvals! 

P-TOP STAMP CO., Colorado Springs, Colo. 


STAMPS 105 China, Egypt. Etc.. Stamp Dic- 
tionary, list of 3,000 Bargains and 

Coupons, 2c. Stamp Album, over 500 illust., with 

dates names of countries, etc. 3e. Biggerones. lic, 
45c, $1.35, $2.45. Illustrated world catalog (2 books) for 201 
Stamp Guide 10c. Direct importe: bum manofacturers. 
A. BULLARD & CO.. 446 Tremont 8t., Dept.12, BOSTON. MASS, 


J Including Maps, 

mps c! Animals, Birds, 

™ Rulers, Boats and 

Scenes in foreign lands, to approval applicants 
only. Plenty U.S. 1c up. 1000 hinges 10c, 3000 25c. 
B. ELMER, 15 School St., Boston, Mass. 


Peary 211 ALL DIFFERENT 

Contains Tigers, Camels, Dragons, Falls, 
Ships, and manyother wonderfulstamps 
together with our big lista of bargains. 


through the hole 
and across the Har- 
vard goal line! He’d 
taken Harvard by 
surprise, put the ball 
into play before his 
opponents knew 
what was happening, 
and made the 
touchdown that won 
the annual classic 
for his team. 


IX-foot, 


ciation. 


Answer IT. school leader, 


RITTON had a 
tiny fraction of 
a second, while the 


examinations. 


Photo by Payton Studio, Colorado Springs, Colo. 


sixteen-year-old Donald 

Hopkins, here, 
Colorado Springs High School, en- 
tered Yale this fall as 1927 winner of 
the $4,000 Yale scholarship offered 
annually by the Colorado Yale Asso- 
Established 
scholarship has been won only once 
before. The winner must be a high 
interested in sports, 
and able to pass Yale’s stiff entrance 
Donald Hopkins was 
a student-body president, a star in 
basketball and tennis—and he dug in 


expected run around 
right end by moy- 
ing out a pace, That 
was the opening 
Cronin needed. He 
took the ball, 
plunged through it, 
and was across the 
goal line before he 
was stopped. Pretty 
headwork! Darling 
was the threat—he 
was the man George- 
town was shifting to 
meet. Therefore, 
when he suddenly 
traded places with 


a graduate of 


in 1921, this 


THE BOY SHOWMAN AND 
ENTERTAINER 


By A. ROSE 
Over 100 illustrations. 


$2.00 


BOYS’ BOOK SERIES 
Each illustrated. $2.00 
THE BOYS’ BOOK OF CHEMISTRY 
By Charles Ramsay Clark 
‘THE BOYS’ BOOK OF PHYSICS 
By C. R. Clark and S. A. Small 
THE BOYS’ BOOK OF THE EARTH 
By Sidney Aylmer Small 
THE BOYS’ BOOK OF ELECTRICITY 
By Sidney Aylmer Small 
THE Bovs’ BOOK OF SHIPS 
By Charles E, Cartwright 


. i ‘HE BOYS’ BOOK OF CANOEING 
ELITE icisnd Stamp Co. 207 Forest,” K.c.Mo.| ball was dropping nq passed those examinations. the right half, he |} 7 
is f d th and passe e d ertaution tc By Elon Jessup 
Saar to his gobsene ne —Hazel Hindmarsh. fae eae ne THE AB G OF ARCHITECTURE A 
IFFERENT | opposing r B ‘atlock Price 32.50 
FRE stamps to applicants for| were lunging at him, ‘sm nnn from Cronin. The = erate See ie ee 
Universal Approvals. Postage 2c. to make his decis- Georgetown _ tackle To E. P. Dutton & Co. ABS? 


BADGER STAMP CO.,Milwaukee, Wis. 
250 VAR. PACKET n° witeter, staue 


is bad or not. Receive foreign countries through 
our 250 varieties eee foe uo and 60% discount 
non-duplicating aj Bra sh 

COVERT STAMP 712 E. &E e Bldg., Rochester, N. Y. 


ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, BE SURE TO GIVE 


IN 
YOUR FULL NAME AND COMPLETE ADDRESS, CORRECTLY |, 


ion. Here’s what he did: Quick as a flash, 
he half-turned his body. At the same time, 
he struck the ball with his foot. The 


played for Darling and let Cronin through 
for a touchdown! Plays like these make 
football a fascinating game to watch. 


681 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. 


Please send me your illustrated catalogue, 
free, also full list of all boys’ books. 


Name. 


Address... 


The immortal Jean Valjean in ‘‘Les Miserables’” 


A Wonderful Opportunity 
for High-School Students! 


I have completed plans for 


a series of scholarship awards for 
high-school students of the United States 
and Canada, based on a study of Victor 
Hugo’s masterpiece, “LES MISERA- 
BLES,” which Universal willsoon release 
in screen form as a Universal Film de 
France. 


These awards aggregate 


$9,000, and will be based on the 
best 500-word essay on the subject: 
“What Ideals for Life Do You Find in 
Les Miserables?’’ The writer of the best 
essay will receive a scholarship award of 
$1,000; there will be two awards of $750 
each, and thirteen of $500 each. 


These will be known as the 


Victor Hugo-Carl Laemmle Schol- 
arships, and it is my hope that they will 
attract wide interest among high-school 
students. 


An indication of the educa- 


tional significance of these awards 
isthefact that Dr. Nicholas Murray Butler, 
President of Columbia University, and one 
of the world’s foremost educators, will be 
one of a group of prominent men of letters 
who will judge the merits of the essays. 


Othersinthegroupofjudges 
areDr.JohnJ.Tigert, UnitedStates 


Commissioner of Education; Dr. Ernest 
Crandall, Director of Visual Education of 
New York City; Dr. Thomas Finnegan, 
Chairman of Visual Education of the 
National Educational Association, and 
Octavus Roy Cohen, representing the 
authors of the country, and recently won 
to the screen by Universal. 


Astudy ofthecharacterpor- 


trayal of Jean Valjean, the hero of 
Hugo’s novel, so impressed me with the 
creative genius of Hugo, that I decided 
to make possible a greater appreciation 
of his ability. Hence these scholarships. 


Detailed specifications of this 


essay-contest wil] go to every high school. 
The official dates of the contest are from Sep- 
tember 1, 1927, to December 31, 1928. You can 
ask your local theatre owner to secure informa- 
tion blanks from his nearest Universal office, or 
else write me direct. Meantime I would appreci- 
ate your opinion of the plan. 


(arl Laemmle 


President 


If you want to be on our mailing list 
send in your name and address 


UNIVERSAL 
PICTURES 


730 Fifth Ave., New York City 


-TUNNNBAAE OE 


Fido! Fido! 


Hobo: “Lady, I don’t know where my 
next meal is coming from.” 

Woman of the House: “Well, 
no information bureau.” 


A Problem of Conduct 


Four-year-old Joe had just come away 
from his playmate, a girl about a year 
older. His troubled features showed he 
had a serious problem on his mind and he 
volunteered the explanation of the situa- 
tion. 

“T don’t want to get in the habit,” he 
said, “of Ruth Spencer hitting me.” 


Seeing’s Believing 

“Some of them bank blokes is pretty 
slick with their fingers,’ Sam Sattiday 
told us when he came back from his great 
visit to the city. “See a feller down in 
the Bank o’ Adelaide, and blow me if ’e 
didn’t ’ave to keep a wet sponge alongside 
‘im to stop ’is fingers from gittin’ red ‘ot. 
*E tol’ me so hisself.” 


BENJAMIN KELLY, 
79, HIT BY AUTO, 
IS NOT IMPROVED 
—Illinois Paper. 


A Champion 


Johnny Bull: “We have some very large 
birds in England. Why, once while I was 
standing in a zoological garden I saw a 
man come in on an eagle.” 

Yankee Dude: “Brother, that’s nothing. 
Once while standing in a ball park I saw 
a player go out on a fly.” 


Considerate of the Cashier 


rst Yegg: “Bill has an 
in him.” 
Second Ditto: “What do you mean?” 
First: “He always rings up ‘No Sale’ 
when he opens the cash register durin’ a 
holdup.” 


honest streak 


No Good 


She: “You might get the afternoon off 
and come with us. Ask leave to attend 
your grandfather’s funeral.” 

He: “Not me. I’m not that sort of rot- 
ter. Besides, I’m in my grandfather’s of- 
fice.” 


Getting Even 


Now comes the story of the absent- 
minded professor who rolled under the 
dresser and waited for his collar button to 
find him. 


Snappy Comeback 


“Your school is not a seminary; it’s a 
match factory,” said the smart young col- 
lege man to the girl student. 

“You're right,” said the girl. “We fur- 
nish the heads and get the sticks from the 
men’s colleges.” 


Retrospection 


A small boy was seen sitting moodily 
on the front porch of his home. 

“What makes you so downcast?” a 
friendly neighbor inquired. 

“Well,” replied the boy, “if I had it to 
do over again I wouldn’t eat up sister’s 
lipstick—even for spite.” 


Diplomatic 


“Why was Solomon the wisest man in 
the world?” asked the teacher. 

“Because he had so many wives to ad- 
vise him,” answered the bright boy. 

“Well, that is not the answer in the 
book, but you may go up to the head of 
the class,” replied the teacher. 
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Couldn't Play a Note — 


Now Makes *100% 


“When I sent for pone catalog, I didn’t know a 


note of music. A few months after I bought 
Wurlitzer instrument, I had taken my sis ina 
professional orchestra. Now I am making $100 
a week, three times what I made asaclerk. I 
we eee oor oe easy it is— anyone 

19 can whistle a tune can learn to a musi- 
cal instrument.”—Bill Carola, based 


Free Trial— Easy Payments 


You may now have any Wurlitzer instrument 
for an ample free trial in your own home. Exa- 
mine the instrument, note the fine workman- 
ship, the full, rich tone value and especially how 
easy itisto play. No obligation to buy—no ex- 
pense for thetrial. We make this liberal offer 
because we want you to try for yourself a genu- 
ine Wurlitzer instrument, the result of 200 years 
experience in musical instrument building. 
Easy payments are arranged to suit your con- 
venience. This is your opportunity to try a fam- 
ous Wurlitzer instrument in your own home. 


‘a Free Book. 


Mlustrates and describes every known 
musical instrumeat—more than 9000 ar- 
ticles, many of them shown in fall 
colors. All genuine Wurlitzer instra- 
ments—buy direct f litzer, 
and save money. 
offers on complete outfits. 


We also give you our Free 
Trial, Easy Payment Plan, 
No obligation. 
Send Coupon 
Today! 


ih tod 
end this | 
The Rudolph Wurlitzer Co. , Dept. 1058 


IITE. 4thSt.incimai_ 3295, Wabash Ave. Chicage 
120W-42n4Si NewYork. 250StnctenSt Seomcaes 


Send me your Free Book on musical instroments. Alles 
your Free Trial, Easy Payment Plan. Me colpatea- 


Address _.-..---. ere: 


City__.-------2e--s0------—-——-Btate___ 


‘Single pins 40cca. choice = coun: 
Silver, 12 or mare Sicen. Sinzle 
pins bile. ea, Free Cat. ie be Grea. 


S METAL ARTS CO., Inc., 741 Portland Ave. Rochester, NLT. 


EARN CARTOONING 


You can learn cartooning at home, 
in your spare time. The Landon 
Picture Chart method of teaching 
makes original drawing easy to 
learn. By this method the Landon 
School has trained many boys who 
are now successful cartoonists earn- 
ing $50 to $200 and more per re 
Write Today for Free Chart hat 

to test your ability, also full information about the 
Landon Course and book of cartoons by successful 
Landon students. Please state your 


& THIS CLASS PIN 3 


THE LANDON SCHOOL 2037,%atter=s=ice. 
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A GREAT DESSERT! 
...80 valuable 


ATCH a pair of shifty leather pushers mix- 
ing it up! Swirling, ducking, weaving in 


that leather pu shers and out! You wonder how they stand the pace, 


round after round. 


as careful about what you eat as they are—you 


e e 
en Oy 1t But if you trained the way they do—if you were 
wouldn't wonder! 


6 ; 
when tr alning | Before a boxer goes into action he builds up his 


strength by weeks of careful training including, 
of course, careful eating. He doesn't eat every kind 
of food. For instance—no rich, heavy desserts that 
are hard to digest. He knows that such foods 


would make him slow and sluggish. 


But there is one dessert that he can and does eat 
—Jell-O! Why? Because Jell-O is light and easy to 
digest for one thing. But here’s the big point— 
Jell-O is an energizing, body-building food. It sup- 
plies an important element, promoting growth 
and strength. And is it delicious? Just try it—then 


favorite with athletes everywhere! 


JELLO 


(Trade-Mark Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.) 


AMERICA’S MOST 
~ FAMOUS DESSERT 


If JELt-O is good for athletes... Tha jiorcnpte 


‘ ! Le Roy, New Yore 
Pl d free, th ipe booklec— ini 
it’s good for you, too! sa Lae EN ee 


You can enjoy Jell-O—whether you're ‘‘in training’ or not! Nest 
Just write your mother’s name on the coupon. We will send 
her the new Jell-O recipe booklet. And if you've never tasted 
Jell-O, you'll get some pleasant surprises! (eee Canlieeea rates Meee $i aU State cone 


SAB a7 


eee 


you'll know another reason why Jell-O is such a 


THE AMERICAN Boy 


John Philip Sousa, from a photo: 

graph taken last January at the 

Kinloch Gun Club, near George- 
town, S. C. 


Sketches drawn from photographs 

taken for the  Grantland _ Rice 

Sportlight motion picture, “Ginger 
and Genius,” 


cee A Message on Marksmanship 
periog retest fom Americas Greatest Bandmaster 


OYS!—read this inspiring message your eye, mind and muscles to the spi 


d 


Boys! 


Get a Free Copy of the 


Daisy Manual 


Go to your nearest hardware 
or sporting goods dealer and 
ask him for a free copy of 
the Daisy Manual. It tells 
how to become a crack shot, 
and how to form a drill com- 
pany. Ask him to show you 
the latest Daisy models.” If 


he does not carry them, write 
us, and w send any 
model on receipt of price, 


AISY 


which John Philip Sousa has written 
to you. “Good marksmanship is possible 
to every wideawake boy,” says Lieut. 
Com. Sousa. And he points out that 
the crack shot is always admired. Read 
his letter—it’s worth while! 


Every American boy who is active in 
athletics—every Daisy-owning  fellow— 
knows that Lieut.-Com. Sousa is not only 
the nation’s most popular bandmaster— 
but also one of our best-loved sportsmen. 
For many years his favorite recreation has 
been found in trapshooting among our 
leading marksmen. 


Lieut..Com. Sousa gives you depend- 
able advice—right in line with what you 
have been told by such well-known ath- 
letes, coaches and sportsmen as Gil Dobie, 
Hughie Jennings, Tris Speaker, Jack Holt, 
Tom Thorp, and many others, in their 
statements concerning rifle practice. 


“cep up your target shooting—train 


necessary to hit the bull’s eye—and you'll 
soon notice the great difference it makes 
in all your other athletic activities. Speed 
is what you want—and rifle practice 
teaches you to see and think fast! And 
the best rifle to learn with is the Daisy 
Air Rifle. 


Millions of alert, successful men of to- 
day took their first target lessons with 1¢ 
Daisy when they were boys. The D «y 
has been the standard boys’ rifle f- -9 
years—and the Daisy is still a favor 
day, improved with every modern re- 
finement. 


Ask your dealer to show you the Daisy 
Pump Gun, which has the same sporting 
lines as the high-powered magazine rifles 
used by explorers and big game hunters. 
Safe and accurate, with true gunlike quali- 
ties, it shoots 50 times without reloading 
$5 at all dealers. Other Daisy Air Rifles, 
$1 to $5. . : 


DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
PLYMOUTH, MICHIGAN, U.S. A. 


Pacific Coast Branch: 
PHIL. B. BEKEART Co., MGRS. 
717 Market Street, San Francisco, California 


Southern Representatives: 
LOUIS WILLIAMS & Co. 
511 Exchange Bldg., Nashville, Tennessee 


SCAN COURTSEY OF 
EXCITER 


